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T RAG ED IE 

of King Richard 

the third. 

Qmtmln* his treacherous Tlots againft his brother 
Clarence : the pittifull murther of his innocent Ne« 
phewes: his tyrannictU vfurpation : with the 
whole couifc of his detc tied life, and 
mod deferued death. 

jii it hath beene lately JFted by the IQngt Mmtflm 

fern ana, 

N-^tt ly augmented) 

By Wdh:-m Shake-fyeart, 






Enter Richard Duke ofGloccjlsT , folas. 



N Ow isthewintcrofdifcoritent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Tonne of Yorkc: 
ytfnd all the eloudes that lowrd vpon oUr houfe, 

/n the deepc bofome of the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathe®. 
Our brufed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our (feme alarums changd to merric meetings, 

Our drcadfull marches to delightful] plcafures. 
Grim-vifagdcwarre,bathfmoethde his wringled front, 
And now in Head of mounting barbed ftecds, 

To fright the foules of fcarcfull aduerfarics. 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a lone. 

But I that am not fharpe for fportiue friezes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glalfe, 

1 that am rudely flampt, and want loues maicffic 
To flrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaildofthis fairc proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dilTembling nature, 

Dcformd, vnfinilht, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp. 

And thatfo lamely and vnfafh ionable, 

T hat dogs barke at me as /halt by them; 

J^hy/in this weakc piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pallc away the time, 

V niche to fpic my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitic: 

And therefore fincc /cannot prouealouer 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpo^en dates, 

I am determined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idle plcafures of thefe daics 
Plots hatic I laid . indnf^Vinnc /-l^norrrvn.Q- 



The Tragedie 

Bydrun^en prophefics, libels and dresmes. 

To fet my brother Clarenceand theming, 

In deadly hate thconeagaintt the other, 

And if^ing Edward beastrueand iuft 
As l am fubtile,falfcand ttecherous.* 

Tnis day lltouid Clarence clofely be mewd vp, 

About adrohefie which faies that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murthcrer fhall bee. 

Diuc thoughts downc to my fouhe, Er.ter CUrer.ce nub 

Here Clarence comes, « guard of men. 

Brotherhood dayes,what means thisarmed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

Ciu His maieflie tendering my perfons Cifctie hath ap- 
This coi du<ft to conuey me to the Tower. ( p 0 j r 

Clo. V pon what caufe l 
CLi. Becaufe my name is George. 

Glo. Aii ck my Lord,thar fault is none of yours, 
f-Iefhould for thatcommityout good fathers.* 

O' belike his mair flic hath tome intc ut 
That you lhall be nt w chrillncd'm the Tower, 

Butwhatis the matter Clarence may /know i 
Cla. Yea Richard when I know , for /proteft 
As yeti do nor, but as /canlcarne. 

He harkensaftcr prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crollc-rowe pluckts the letter (S s 
And faies a wizard toldhim that by G, 

His iifue difinhcritcd fhould be, 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

Itfellowcs.in his thought that f am he, 

Thcfcas /learne,and (ueh Iikc toyesasthefe, 

Hauc moued his highneire to commit me now 
Glo Why x his it is when men are rulde by women,. 

Tis not the ^ing thatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wifcjClarencc tis fliec 
That tempts him to this cxtermitic : 

Was it not llie and that good man ofvrorfbip 
Anthony wooduilc her brother there, 

That made ham fend Lord Haftings to the tower* 

From whence this preftiit day he is deliucred ? 

Wzwc not fide Clarence, wear e not (Me 



of Richard the 

ru Bv heauen /thinkc there is no man feeurde 
Rufthc Quecncs kindrcd,and night-walklg Heralds, 

That ttudie betwixt the king and M. ft relic Sheared 
Heard ye no* what an humble fupplwnt 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliucnc/ 

Glo. Humble complaining to her deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie, 

lie id I you what, 1 chinke jt is our u ’ ay ’ 

If we will keepe in feuour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liucry. 

The jealous orewerne widow and her fe Ire, 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are mightie gofiips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befeech your graces both to pardon me t 
His maieflie hath ttraigbtly giuen in charge, 

That no man ihaN hauepriuatc conference, 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo Euen fo &pleafc your worfhip Brokcnbury, 

You may partake ofany thing we fay : 

We fpca^e no treafon man, we fa\ the king 
ts wife and vcituous.^and his noble Queenc 
f? e \\ ftroo^e m ycarcs,faire,and not icalous, 

Wc fay that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a .patting pleafing tongue: 

And thatthelQyecnes kindred are made gentle fblkes: 

How fay you fir, can you deny all this l 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my felfe hsue naught to do. 

<?/«.! Naught to do with Miftrelle Shore. I tcllthcc fellow. 

He tltat doth naught with her, excepting one, 

Were beft he do it fccretly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband 4naue, would ft thou betray me ? 

Bro. I bcfecch your Grace to pardon me, and with all 
y 0 ur conference with the noble Duke. ( bcape 

CUtff'c know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey, 

Glo. W e arc the Quecncs Abic&s and mud obeyj 
2?rothet farewell, Iwillvnto the King, 

And whatfoeucr y ou will imploy mein, 

Were it to call King Edwards widow fitter, 





The T rage-die 

T will performc it fo infranc hifcyou, 

M cane time this decpcdifgracc in brotherhood 
touches me deeper then you can imagine. ? 

cia I know it pleafeth neither of vs well 
G/o. Wcl!,ycunmpnfonment fell not be lone 
Iwilldeliueryou,crlicforyou, / S * 

Meanetimehaue patience. 

CU. I muff preforce, farewell. Exit r/* 

Glo Go tread the path, that thou flu Je nere return e 
Simple plaine Clarence, I doloticthec fo, 9 

7Tiat I will ihortly fend thy foule to heauen 
If heauen will take the prefent at our hands* 

Butwho comes here, die new deliuered Hading* ? 

Enter Lord 

Good rime of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo As much vnto my good^ord Chamberlain^* 

V ellarc you welcome to thisopen aire, 

w b nt y T L ° rd ^ P brookt i®prifiMm»ent f 

patle r ncc i noblc Lord > 38 P rifoncrs mufc 

But I dial! hue my Lord togiue them thankes, 

T bat were the caufe of my fmprifonmew, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and is fliall Clarence too 
For thay that were your encm.es are his, ’ 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Glo. What newes abroad ? 

Th % N0 fob ^ abroad, as th.s at home • 

An^ F D I s r ^ lck, ^ wcakcan d melancholy, 
Andh.sPh.fitians fearehim mightily. 

n ,J H°lt y SamtP3ul tbis naves is bad indeed. 

On hejiath kept an cuildiet long, ’ 

And ouermuch confumed his royal! perfon, 

wf VCfy f CCU , 0BS to bc thought vpon. 

What, is he in his bed i V 9 

Haft, He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and I will follow you rw, u A 

He cannot hue 1 hope, and muft not die 7 * £ * a '&& 

rill George be packc with port horfe vp to heauen 
lie mco vrge his hatred more to QhxJil ' > 
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of Richard the third. 

With lyes well fleeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to lme: 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

Andlc3iiethcvorIdformctobulTcllin : 

For then lie marry Warwicks ypungeft daughter. 

What though I kiid her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will Knot all fo much for lour, 

As for another fccrct clofc intent, 

By marrying her which I mud reach vnto. 

Butyctlrun before my horfe to market : 

Clarence dill breathes, Ed ward dill Hues and raignes, 
When they arc gonc,thcn mud I count my gaincs. 

Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downe, fet do wnc your honourable Lord 
If honour may be flirowded i n a hearfe 
Whiled I a while oblequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancadcr. 

Poore kei-celd figure ©fa holy King, 

Pale allies of the heufc of Lancader, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beitlawfull that I inuocate thy ghod, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wtfeto thy Ed ward, to thy fiaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the fclfcfame hands that made thefe holes s 
Loc,in thofc windowes that let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe helpclclfc blame of my poore eyes. 

Curd bethc hand that made the fatall holes. 

Curd be the heart that had the heart to do if, 

Morcdirefull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thcc s 
Then I can wilh to adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing that liues. 

If euer he haue child, abortiue bc it, 

Prodigiousand vntimely brought to light ; 

Whole vgly and vnnaturallafpcft 



Exit, 
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Ifetser he haue wife, let her be made 
As miserable by the death of him, 

As lam made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Game now towards Chertfey with your holy load 
Taken from Paulcs to be interred there : 

And ft ill as you arcawcarieofthcwaight, 

If eft you whiles I lament King Henries coarlc. 

Enter Glojler. 

Glo. Stay you that bearethe coarfe, and fetft downe. 

La. ff'hn blacks magitiaaconiuresvp this fiend 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

G/a. Vi||aine,fct downe thccoarfe, or by Saint Paul, 
lie make a coarfc of him that difobeyes. 

Gen. My Lord ftand backc and let the coffin palle. 

Glo. Vnmancrd dog, ftand thou when I Command; 
Aduancc thy Halbert higher then my brcft, 

Or by Saint Paul He ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc l 
Alas,l blame you not for you are mortal!, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelf, 

Auant thou dread full miniftcrofhell, 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortallbodie, 

His fouie thou canft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saintfor charitic,be not io curft. 

La. Fouie diuel, for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell : 

Fild it with curling cries, and dcepeexclainics, 

Ir thou delight toviewthy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congcald mouths and bleed afreOi. 

Blulb, blufh, thou lumpeoffoulcdcformitic, 

For tis thy prefenecthat exhales this blood 
From cold and emptic vcy nes w here no blood dwcls.' 

T *y deed inhumaneandvnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludgc moll vnnaturall 
Oh God, which this blood madft, retiengc his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft.rcucngcs his death: 
a.tncr neauen with lightning ftrick^jh j. 
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Orearthgape open wide, and catc him quick*, 
js thou doeft fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
fjrfrjch his. Hcl-goucmdarmc hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules of charitic, 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfes, 

La. Fillannc,thou £nowft no law ofGod nor man: 

No bcaft fo fierce, but Itnowes fome touch of pitrie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore ant no bcaft. 

La.O h wonderfull when dcuilstell the truth. 1 ' 

Si*. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafediumc perfedionofs woman, 

Ofthefc fuppofed euilsto gine me leaue, 

By circutnftancc bur to acquite my fclfe. 

La. Fouchfafcdcfufed infcdion of a man. 

For thtfc knownc cuils,but to giuc me leaue, 

By circumftancc to curfc thy curfed fclfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient Icifurc to cxcufe my fcl fe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nkc thee, thou can ft make 
Noexcufc currant, bat to hang thy fclfe. 

Glo. By fuch difparc/ fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. An& by difparing ftiouldft thou ftand cxcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfe, 

Which didcft ( vnworrhy fliughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, anddiuelifh flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not^ill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand* 

La. In thy fouie throat thou lyeft. Queenc Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bend again ft her breft, 

8 ut that thy brother beat afidc the poy nt. 

Glo. I was prouo^ed by her fiandcrous to ngue 
tf'hich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlclfe (boulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^cd by thy bloodie minde, 

'Which ncuer dreamt on ought:butbutchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant ycc. 






ThcTragfdle 

La. Doed graunt me hedgchog,then God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, milde, and vertuous. 

Cjlo. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where then ilialt ncuercome. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place c!fe,ifye will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo . Your bed chamber. 

La. i li red betide the chamber where thou lie ft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /lie with you. . 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle LaJie Anne, 

Tolcaucthis kind incounterofeur wits-, 

And fall fomewhat into a (lower methodc;. 

Is not the eaufer of the t inie-lellc deaths 
Ofthe'fc Plantagenets,Henry and Edward, 

AsJjlamefull as the executioner? 

La. Thou jrc the caute.and mod accurft effect. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe of that effetft 
Tour beauric which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Tovndcrrake the death of all the world, 

So / might red that houre in your fweet bofbmc. 

Li. if I thought that,J'teIltheehomicide, 

Thefe naileslbould rend; that beautiefirom my cheekcs. 

Glo. Tiiefeeics coiildneucr endure fweet beauties wrack 
You liquid not blemifh them if I dood by : 

As all the world is cheated by theSunne, 

So 1 by that, it is my day, my iife. 

La. Blac^nightouerlhadcthy day, and death thy life. 

' Glo. Curfe not thy fdfcfjire creature, thou art both. 

L u I would / were to be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel; mod ynnaturall, 

To be reuengde on him that loucth you. 

La. It is a q,.iarrell iuftand rcafonable, 

7 o be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to hclpe thee to a better husband. 






Richard the third. _ 

fFhy doed thou fpit at met: & f a ke. 

La. Would tt were mortal! p«> l° n ro V 
rlo N'ucr came poyfon from f° * c P 

u Newr hung poyfon on 

Out of my h S hl > 1 , ?'dyhauc infefted mine. 

^Iwouldthcyvvcrcjthat I might dye a‘ once, 

reach no, thy lips fuel. fcofne/or they were made 

for Effing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

rrhich if thou pleafe to hide in this true oofo , 

And let the fouleforth that adoreth thee: 

1 laic it na£ed to the deadly dro^e: 

And humbly begthe death vpon my few- 
May, do not oawle, twas I that £ild your husban , 

But twas thy beautie that prouo£cd mee: 

Nay now difpatcb,twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Here f JS lets fall 

Take vp the fword againe,or take vp me. thejvpord. 

La. Arife diffemblcr, though l wilhtby death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo Then bid me kill my fclfc,and I will coe it. 
eLa t \ hauealreadie. 



z 



Glo. 




ThcTragcdie 

Glo. Tufli, that waj in the rage* 

CUCn with ( hc wore/, 

Glo.T\s figured in my tongue. 

L,n. I rearc me both are falfc. 

Glo. Then neucr man was true. 

La Well, well, put vp your fword. 

Glo.Ss y then my peace is made. 

•£«<*. That fhallyouknow hereafter. 

Glo. But f /hall hue in hope. 

L*. Ail men / hope liuefo, 

Glo. Vouchfafi c to weare this ring 
La. To take is not to giue, 

wt ;:tr pj ^ ,o cr °’ b "p'<«, ’ 

AtCherrfi ^ hjuc /° ,cinn fly Cnterred 

AndSgrtLt n ° WcWn ^ 

I will .1, „ prdlcm d„, ic f"“'.''" <S ’ 

Totr«!V" bLnTpZ'tr >oya mc too > 

Tr fi/‘ r"j “"^“'dong W((hmc 
C*. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis mere then you deferue- 




of Richard the third . 1 

Glo. Sirs,takcvpthecorfc. 

Str. Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No : to White Fryers : there attend my comming. 
Was cuer woman in this humor woed ? Exeunt. Manet Glo. 
fVas eucr woman in this humour wonne ? 
lie hauc her, but I will not keepe her long, 
sf'hat I that kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts extream eft heate: 

Witheurfesin her mouth,tearcs in her eyes. 

The bleeding witncilc of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefc barrel againftmc, 
And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 
ButthepIaineDiucll and dilTemblingiookcs, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah 
Hath ihc forgot alreadic that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fome three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury l 
A fwceter and a louclicr gentleman, 

Framd in theprodigalitic of nature : 

Y ong,vaI iant, wife, and no doubt right royal I, 

Thefpacious world cannot againcaffoord. 

And will ihe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of thisfweetc Prince, 

And made herwiddow toa w. full bed ? 

On me,whofeall notequals Edwards moity, 

On mc that hair, and am vnfhapen thus? 

My dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I do mi flake my perlon all this while. 

Vpon my life (lie finds, although I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruailous proper man. 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glade, 

And cntcruinefomc fcore or twooftailors 
To fludie failiions to adore my bodie, 

Since /am crept in fauour with my lelfc, 

I will maintaine it with a little coft. 

But firft lie turneyou fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my louc. 

Shine out fairefunne, till I haueboughtaglafle. 

That I m ay fee my lhadow ai I palTe. Exit. 



TheTragedie 

Enter My e!ne > Lord Ritters and Gray. 

Ri Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
Will foone recouer his accuftomcd health. 

Gray. In thatyou brookc it ill, it makes him tvorfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 
Andchearehis grace with quickeand merry words. 

My. if he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Jti. Nootber hirrme but Jolfeof kich-a Lord. 
gjt. The'olleoffuch a Lordindiu.iesall harme. 

Gray. The heauens hatrcbleft you with a goodly fonne, 

To be your comforter when he is gone. 

J 2y. Ohheisyong,and hisrainoritte 
Is put vnto the mill of Rkb.G'occfter, 

A man that loues hot me, nor none of you. U 

Ri. Is it concluded he fliall be Frotcftor ’ 

My. It is determined, not concluded yet, 

Butfo it muff be ifthe king mifearrie. Enter E nek. Darky. 

Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

T>ar. God makeyour maieflie ioy full as you hauebene. 
My. TheCountelTeRicbmond good my Lord ofDarby 
To your good praiers will fcarcclv fay, Amen • 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding fheesyourwife, 

And louesnot me,be you good LordalTured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Bar. I befeech you either not bcleeuc 
The enuious flaundersofheraccufers, 

Or iflhc be accufde in true report, _ 1 

Bearewitb her werJcendfe, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward (ickneire,and no grounded malice. 

. Ri. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbic i 
Bar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his maieffie. 

My. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 

Bne. Madame, good hope, His gracefpeakes chearfully* 
My- God graunt him health, did you confer with him? r! 
Bnc. Madame we did: Hedefires to makcattonenocnt 
Betwixt the DukcofGloccfler and your brothers, 

And betwixt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 



ofRichardthethird. 

Andfcnt to warne them to his royall prefence. 

Qu. Would all were well, but that will ncuer be. 

I feare our happineife is at the higheft. Enter Glace per. 

Glo. They doe me wrong, and I will not indure it. 

Who arc they that complaines vnto the king ? 

That I forlooth am flerne andloue them not: 

By holy iWthcy loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch dilfentious rumors: 

Bccaufc I cannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mensfaccs,fmoGth,dcceiuc,and cog, 

Duckewith French nods, and apifli courtefie, 

I muft be held a rankerous enemie. 

Cannot a plainc man liue and thinke no barme. 

But thus m fimple truth mud beabufde 
By lilken llie inlinuating lackes ? 

Ri. To w hum in all this prcfcnce fpeakesyour grace i 
Glo. To thee, that haft nor honeftie nor grace. 

When haue I injured thee, w hen done thee wrong, 
Orthee,orthce,oranyof your fatftion? 

A plague vpon you all His royall perfon 
(Whom God preferuc better then you would wifli) 

Cannot be quictfcarce a breathing while, 

But you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Mjy- Brother ofGlocefter,you miftakc the matter: 

The king of his owne roy.dl dilpofition, 

And nor prouok t by any futcr dfe, 

Ay ming belike at ycurinteriour hatred. 

Which in your outward actions fliewes itfelfe, 

Againft my kinred,broiher,and tny felfe.: 

Makes him to fend that thereby he may gather 
The ground o^your ill wiij,and to remouc it. 

Glo. I cannot tell, the world is grownelo bad. 

That Wrens may pi ey where Eagles dare not pearcb, 

Since euery laekelrcar.ieagentleinan- 
Tftere’smany a gentle perfon n edcalacke. 

My. r ome,co!ne,tt'c know your meaning brother Glo, 
You enuie mineadu incement and my friends, 

God grant we neuer may haue need cfyou. 

Glo. Meant time, God grant that \*e haue need of you, 




The Tragedie 

Our brother is imprisoned by your mcancs, 

My fclfc difgraced,and the Nobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 

Arc daily giuen to cnoble thole, 

Thatfcarcc fomc two daics (ince were worth a noble. 

By him that raifde me to this carefull height. 
From that contented hap which I enioyed, 

I neucr did inccnfc his Maieftie 

Again!! the Duke of Clarence, but haucbcenc 

Aneameft aduocattopleade for him. 

My Lord, you do mcfhatufull iniurie, 

Falfcly to draw me in thefe vile fufpeds. 

Glo. You may denie thatyou were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Hading* late imprifonment. 

Reu. She may ny Lord. 

C/j. She may,L.R'uerj,why who knowes not Co ? 

She may doe more fir then denying that : 

She may help you to many faire preferments. 

And then dcnic her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thole honours on your high deferts. 

What my (he not ! Ihc may, yea marric may (he. 

Ren. What marry may Ihe? 

Glo. What marry may Ihc i marry with a King 
A batchclcr,a handfomc dripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had wor/cr match. 

My L. of Gloccder,Ihaus too lone borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maicdie, 

With thole grolle taunts ( oftenhauc endured. 

I had rather be a countrey leruant mayd. 

Then a great Qucene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, Icorncd, and baited at Enter 9a 

Smal toy hauc I in being EnglandsQneene. Maroret 

^ nd lc ^ cd be that fmall,God Ibtfccchthee 
Thy honour, dare, and featc is due to me. 9 

Glo What fthreatyou me with teflingofthc Kina? 

Tel him and fpare not,looke what I fayd, 8 ' 

I will auouch in prefencc of the King : 

T/s time to fpeakc,my paincs are quite forgot. 
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6) u _ Out diuel , /rememberf hem too well. 

Thou tlcwcfi my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore lonneat Teuxburie* _ 

do. Ere you were queene,yea or your husband king, 

1 was a pack-horfe in. his great affaires . 

A weeder our ofhis proud aduerfaires, 

A liberal I rewarder of his friends: 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mincowne. 

C)u. Mar. 7ca, and much better blood, then his or thine. 
Glo. In all which timc,you and your husband Gray, 

W'erc factious for the houlcol Lancader: 

And Riucrs,lo were you. Was not your husband 
la Margarets battale at Saint Albons llaine : 

Let me put in your minde, if yours forget 
^hat,you hauc bene ere now, and what you arc; . 

^ithall, what / hauc bene, and what I am. 

gu,.Mar. A murtherousvilIaine,and fo Hill thou art. ~ 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his'father Warwick, 

Yea and f'orfwore himfelfc ( which /efu pardon.) 

Q«. Mar. JPhich God rcuenge. 

Glo. To fight on Edwards.partie for the crowne, 

And for his oieede( poorc Lord) he is mewed vp: 

/would toGod my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifull like mine, 

I am too childilh foolilh for this world. 

gu. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hacne,and leauethc world. 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord ©f Gioceftcr in thole bulie daics. 

Which here you vrge to proue v s enemies, 
followed then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fhould wc you,ifyou (bould be our king.' 

Glo. If /lliould be ?/had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

Qtt. Nar. As little ioy (my Lard) as you fuppofe 
Ton Ihould enioy,wcreyou this countries king, 

As little ioy may you'.fuppofe in me, 

That I cm'oy being the Queenc thereof, 

£1*. Mar. A litle ioy enioyes the Quecne thereof, 

F or. I am Ihe, and altogether ioylelTe. 
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7 can no longer hold roe patient. 

Hcare meyou wrangling Pyrares that fall out, 

In fliarlng our that which you hauc pild from me : 

Wnch of you trembles not that looke on me > 

Ifnotjthat / being Quccne, you bow like fubierts, 
Yetthat by you dcpoide.you quake UkerebeJs: 

-) gentie viiiaine^do not turne away. 

°r ' o wrink,cd w «tch,whatma^ thou in my fight a 
£*. M But repetition of what thou hart mard, 

That will I make, before I lettheegoe: 

A husband and a forme thou owed to me , 

And thou a ^jngdome, all of you alleagcance: 

The forrovv chat / hauc, by right is yours* 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe, is mine. 

^ /o ‘ 'T he c , urf c my noble father laid on thee. 

When thoudfdft crowne his warlike browes with paner 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuers from hiseyes P P 
Andthen todricthera.gau’dthe Dukea clout/ 

Steept in the blood of prettie Rutland s. 

His em fes then from bitterndfe offoule 

?nll n a8am[ ). th I ec ’ arc fa,,en vpon thee> 

And Cod^ot we, hath plagudethy bloodic deed. 

$z S ° ,u(l ,sG ° d f ,° ri S ht the innocent. 
k Jff ° the fouled deed to flay that babe. 

And the mod mcrcileffe that euer was heard of. 

the . mff 1 lues , we Pt when it was reported, 
man bur prophecicd reuengc for it. 

/ prefent,wept to fee it. 

VVha [- ' vcr l e y ou darling all before /came. 

Rcadic to catch each other by the throat, 

Andturneyou nowyour hatredall on me > 

?hl r ( f d 7 d i Utrc P rcMailc fo m «ch with heauc, 

That Henr.es death,my l*udy Hdwardsdeath, ' 

Thc r kingdoms Idle, my wofull baoifliment. 

Could all bur anfwerc for that peeuifli brat ? 

an curfes pierce the cfoudcs,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull cloudes to my ouickccurfes • 

If not by warre, by flarfet dicyourW *' 

As our by murder, to make h inu£ ng ' 
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Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince °[Wa!es, 
for Edward my fon, which was Prince of f^ales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntfmely v.olence, 

Thy felfe a Qucene, for me that was a Queenc, 

Out liucrhyglorie,like my wretched fe.fe; 

Long maid thou Iiuc to wailcthy childrens bfie, 

^nd lee another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy g!oric,as thouartdald inminc. 

Long die thy happic daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greerc. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Quccne, 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were danders by, 

Andfo was thou Lo. Hadings,when my fonne 
Was dabd with bloody daggers, God l pray him, 

That none of you mayliue your natural lage, 

Butby fomcvnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue donethy charme thou hateful! withered nag. 

Qu. M. And Icaueoutthcc? day dog, for thou flialt hear me> 
if heauen haue any greeuous plague in dore, 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee : 

O let them keepc it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

^nd then hurle downc their indignation 
On thee the troubler ofthc poorc worlds peace* 

The wormc ofconfciencc dill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeifl for traytors while thou liued, 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe dole vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlcdc it be whiled fomc tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels, 

Thou cluifli markt, abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuitic 
The flaac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunderof thy mothers bcauic wombe. 

Thou loathed iiluc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou dctefted,&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Qu.Af. Richard. Glo. Ha. 

Q«. Ma. I call thee not. 

Glo, Then I crie thcc'racrcie: for I had thought 

C z 
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Thou hadfleald me all thefc bitter names. 

£1%. M*y. Why To I did,butIoo£tfor no reply : 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

Glo. Tis done by me and ends in Margaret, 

££?. Thus haue you breathed your curfcagainft your * 

Gjt. M Poore Painted Qtieene,vaine flourifh of my for. 
W'uy ffrewft thou fuger on tnat botled fpider, (tune: 
Whole deadly web infnarcth thee about? 

Foolc,foole,thou whetfl a knife to kill thy fclfe, 

Tiic time will come when rhou fhaltwifh for me, 

To he! pc theccurfe that poifoncd bunchbackt roadc, 

Hi(t Faife boading woman, end.tby frannkccurfc, 

Leaft to thy harmc thou moue our patience. 

J$3 B£Fon\c flume vnon you, you haue oil mou’dminc, 
Rt. Were you xvcii feru’d you would betaugbtyourduty, 
JUj. M. To (erne me well,you aii ihould do medutie, 
Tcacii me to be your Quecnc, and you myfubeids.- 
Oifcrue me well, and teach your fdues that dutic. 

Dor( Difpute net with her, (he islunatiqae. 

M. Peace maittcr MarqueUe, youare malapert, 

Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarcecurrant; 

O tharyour young nobilitic eould iudge, 

^hat t’were to loofe it and be mifcrable? 

They that (land high, haue many blafls to (hake them, 
w^nd ifthfy fall they dafh rhemf.luesto peeces. 

Glo. Good coun cil marry, iearnc it, learnc it Marques. 

Dor-f. 1 1 touchethyou( my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high. 

Our ait ry builderh in the Ca-dars top, 

And dailies with the winde,and (comes the funne. 

M. And turnes the funne to (hade, alas, ala's, 

Witnes my funne,now in the ihade of death, 

Whofe bright ourfliining bcamcs.th v doudic wrath, 

Hath in etcrnall darknclfc foulded vp 

Youraicrie buildeth in our airiesncaft; 

O God that feeft it, do not (ufFcr it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, lo(f be itfo. 

Buck. Haue done for flume if not for charitic 

&#*Mi V’fge neither charitic nor ihame to roe, 
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Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And Ihamcfully by you my hopes are butchcrd, 

My charitie is outrage, life my fiiame, 

And in my flume ftillliue my forrowes rage. 

Buck* Haue done. 

Q.Afary. O princely Buckingham, I will kifTe thy hand. 

In figne oflcague and amitic with thee: 

Now fa ire befall thee, and thy princely lioufe, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our bloud, 

- Nor thou within the compaffc of my curfe, 

Btick± Nor no one here, f or curfes neuer paffc 
The lips oft hole that breath them in theayre. 

jjL M ile not beleeuc but they afeend the skic? 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonder dog, 

Looke when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death? 

Haue not to do with him, beware of h im : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their markes on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I refpi ft my gracious Lord. 

£UlSar. Whatdoeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothe tb e diuell that I warne thee from ? (fell,, 

O but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fp it thy very heart with forrow? 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteffe : 

Line each of you the fubic&s of his hate, 

"And he to you, and all of you to Gods. Exit. 

Haft. Myhairedoth (land on end to hcarc her curfcs. 

Rtu. And fo doth mine, I wonder Iheesatlibertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

£u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. Butyou haueail the vantage ofthis wrong, 

• I was too hot to do fome body good, 

That is too colde in thinking of it now : 

Marry as for Clarence, heis well repaid? 

C i 
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Bat (mothered it within my panting bulke, 

Whichalruoft bur fc to belch it in the (ea. 

Broki Awaktyounot with this forcagonie? 

CLr. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the temped to my (oulc, 

Who pad (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

Witn that grim ferri man which Poets wr teof, 

V nto the kingdomc of perpetuall night : 

The fir ft that there did grccte my ftrangerfoule. 

Was my great father in law,renowmed Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what (courge for periurie 
Canthisdarke monarchieafford fade Clarence ? 

And fo he vanifht: then came wandring by, 

A (hadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he Iqijeaktout aloud, 

Clarence is come, fade, fleering, ptriurd Clarence, 

That dabd roe in the field by Teuxburie : 

Scazc on him furies, take hi m to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of fcule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine cares, 

Such hidious cries, that with the verynoife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and fora feafon after, 

Could not bclceuc but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the drearae, 

S™' No maruell<my Lo.) though it affrighted you, ( 
I promife you,f am afraid to hearcyou tell it. 

C/a. O Broken burie,I haue done thofe things, 

Which now bearccuidence again d my foule. 

For Edw ards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper day by me. 

My (oulc is heauie,and 1 faine would (leepe. 

Brok.. I will (my Lord) God giucyourGracegoodred, 
Sorrow breakesfeafons,and rtpofinghowers 
Makes ti >e night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue b t their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfelt i imagination, 

They often feelca world of reftleftecarcs : 

So that betv ixtyour titles, and lo wc names, 
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There's nothing differs butthc ourward fame. 

mere o ^ murtkerers enter. 

/IISSSiSK*-* 

Shew him our commiffion tai^eno more. 

Kro. /am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Du*e of Clarence to your hands, 

/ will not reafon what ismeant thereby . 

Becaufe I will be guiltleiTc ofthc ^ canin S; . 

Hcerc arc the ^eyes, there fits the Du^ea fleepe . 

11c to his Maicfiic and cert. fie his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Do fo, it is a poy nt of JFifcdome. 
j. fPhatfliallwedabhim as hcdeepcs? 

i. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
ffhen he wakes. 

a fPhen he wa^es, ... , 

IV hy foole he (hall ncucrwa^ctili the lodgement day. 
why then he will fay wc ftabd him deeping. 

2 7'hc'vrging of that word lodgement, nath bred 
A^inde of remorfe in me. 

j r^hat, art thou afraid? . , , . 

z r Not to kl'i him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damni 
ForMling him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 
i.Bac£etotheDu%of Glofter,tcli him (o. 
i.l pray thee day a while,/ hope my ho:y humour will 
Changc,twas wont to hold me but while one would tel. xx. 
i . How doed thou fcele thy felfc now? . , > mc 

2 Faith iomc certaine dregs ofconfcience are yet within 
i Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2. 2te«ttds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1. Where is ihyconfcience now ? 

2. In the Duke ofGlofters purfe. 

i, So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward, 

Thy confcience flies out. 

2. Let it goe,thcr’s fewe or none will enterainc it. 
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* ■ He not meddle with it, it is a dangerous things 
It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale, 
Butitaccufejh him, he cannot ileale but it checks him t 
He cannot lye wkh his neighbours wife but it detects 
Him,itisa blufliing fhamfaftfpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofomc : it fils one full of obftaclcs, 

/t made mconccreftoreapiecc of gold that /found. 

It beggers any roan that keepcs it : it is rurnd out ofall 
Townes and Cities fora dangerous thing, and cucry 
Man that mcanes to hue wdl,endcuours to truft 
To himfelfe,and to hue without it. 

i Z$<Mds,it is cucn now at my elbow perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

* Tike the demll in thy minde-and belecue him not 
He would insinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

i Tut, I am ftr mg in fraud, he cannot prcua.’Ie with me, 

1 warrant thee. 

2 Stood likes tall fellow that refpeds his reputation, 
Coniefiiil! we to thisgeare? 

1 Take him ouerthecoftard with the hilts ofmyfword 

And then we wil chop him in theMalmfey butin the next * 

2 Oh, excellent deuice-roakc a foppe of him. ( roome: 

1 Harke,he ftirs, (halll ilrikef 

2 No, full lets reafon with him. cla. atvaketh. 

CU. /There art thou Keeper, giuc me a cup of wine. 

1 Ton (hill haue wincenough,my Lo. anon. 

Cla.ln Gods name , what art thou i 

2 A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am,royall. 
i Noryouasweare,loyaIl. 

Cla. Thy voyce is thunder, but thylookesarehumble. 

2 My voycc is now the kings, my J oo^s mine owne. 

t ir H °u darkc *y«ndhow deadly dooft thoufpeake? 

Tell me who arc you l wherefore come you hither > 

Am. To, to, to. 

CU. To mart her me? Ami. 

Cla. You fcarfely haue the hearts to tell mc'fo 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it, * 

Wherein my friends haue /offended you ? 
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1 Offended vs you haue not , but the King. 

Cla. /(hall be reconcild to him againe. 

2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Ca Arc you cald forth from out a world of men 
To (lay the innocent? what is my offence? 

IV here are the euidence to accufc me? 

What lawfull queft haue giucn their vcrdift vp 
Vntothc frowning iudge^or whopronouned 
The bitter fen fence of poore Clarence deach, 

Before / be conuTd by courfe of law? 

To thercaten me with death is mod vnlawful 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts deare blood (bed for our greeuous hns 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

Thedeedc you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wc do vpon command' 

2 And he that hath commanded is the king. 

Cla. Erronious vsftaile,the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of bis Law commanded, 
jhat thou fhalt doc no murther ; and wiltthou then 
Spume at his cdnft,and fulfill a mans ? 

Take heede,for he holdcs vengeance in his hands, 
To'.hurle vpon their he-ads that breake his Law. 

i And that fiimc vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For fa I fc forfwearing and for murder too ? 

7 hou di'dft receiuet he holy Sacrament 
To fight in quatrell of the heufe ot Lancafter, 

1 And I'kc atraitortothc name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trccherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne. 

2 Wliom thou wert fwornc to chcrifh and defend, 
l Howeanftthou vrge Gods-dreadfull law tovs, 

/Then thou haft broke it in fo deaic degree ? 

CU. Alas, for whofc fake did /that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : 

JThy firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I. 

IfGod will bereuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from his powerfull armc, 

^ P 2 



TheTragedie 

He needs no indirect nor law full courfc, 

To cut off thofc that hauc offended him. 

i. Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring , brace Plantagcnet, 

That Princely Nouice was ft rooke dead by thee f 
C4r.My brothers loue,thc Deuill,and my rage. 

1. Thy brothers loue, the dcuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you louc brother, hate not me, 

I am his brothcr,anJ I loue him well : 

Jt you be hirdefor need, go backcagainc, 

And / wili fend you to my brother Glocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2 . Youare decern'd, vour brother Glocefter hateSyou. 
C/a. Oh no, he loues meandhchoUsnicdeare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

C/a. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorkc 
Blcft his three fonnes with his vnfforiousarmet 
And chargd vs from his fouie to loue each other 
He little thought ofthisdiuided frcindlhip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke of this and he will weepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as he It llond vs to weepe. 

Cla. O, do not (Under him for he is kinde, 
i. Right,as fnow in harueft, thou deceiuft thy felfe 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cta. It cannot be ; for when I parted with him, 

He hudg me in hisarmcs,and Iworc with fobs, 

That he would labour my dcliueric. 

i. Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From thisiworlds thraldomcttothcioyesofheauen. 
i. Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord 
C/a. Haft thou that holy fcelling in thy foulc, 

To counfeJI me to make my peace with God 
And art thou yet to thy owne fouie fo blind/ 

Thatthou wilt war with God for murdcring\»c ? 
-Ahfirsconfider he that jfet you on 
To do this dcedf,w'ill hate you for this deede, 
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iff'hat fliall wedo? 

,C/a. Relent and fauc your foules. 
i Relent, tis cowardly and womanilh. 

C/a Not to relent, i s bea ftly ; fau ;ge,and diuclilh 
M y friend, /fpic fome pittie in thy lookes : 

Oh /ftby eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thoa on my hde and entreate for me ; 

A begging Pri ice, what begger pieties not i 
, I thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, 
lie chop thee in the malmcfey But in the next roumc. 

i A blood ie d 'cde,and dcfperatcly performd. 

How faine like Pilate would I wafli my hand, 

Ofthis meft gricuous guiltie murder done. 

i Why doeft thou not help* me ? 

By heauens the Duke (hill know how flacke thou art. 

z I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Takcthou thefec, and tell him what Ifey, 

For l repent me that the Duke is 11 unc. Exit. 

i So do not I,goe coward as thou art : 

Now muft I hide his body in iomc hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for hisburiall : 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

For this wil our, and here I muft nor ftay. Exeunt. 

Enter King. Qne. ne, HaJH/igs r Rttffrs,&c. 

King- So,n ow 1 hauc done a good dayes workc, 

You pecrescont sue this vnited league, 

I eucry day expetft an Embalfagc 

From m Redeenicr,toredeco:e me hence: 

And now in peace my foulc lhall part to heauen:. 

Since l hauc fet my friends at peace cn earth : 

Riuers and Haftings, ake each others hand, 

Diflemble not your hatred, fweare you; lour. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdtrom grudging hate. 

And with my hand I (calc aiy fine hearts loue, 

Hafi. Sothriuc I as I fweare the like. 

King. Take heedyou dally not bt foie your King, 

Lcaft he that isthc fuprerr e King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falliiuod,and awar d 
Either of you to be the others cud. 

D } Haft 
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Haft. So profper 7,as I fwcare perfc<ft loue. 

Riu. And /,as /loue Haft ing9 with my heart.' 

Kin. Madam, your felfearc not exempt in this. 

Nor your Tonne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You haue bcenc fa&ious one again ft the other: 
Wifc,loue Lord Ballings, let hun kilfe your hand, 

And what you do, do it vnfainedly : 

Sl*t. HcreHaftings, l will neuer more remember 
Ourformcr hatred, To thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thuscnrerchangeofioue,Ihcreproteft, 

Vpon my part (hall bevnuiolable. 

H And (o fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham Teale thou this league, 
With thy cmbracemcnts to my wiucs allies, 

And make me happie in your vnitic, 

•Sue. When eucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours, but with all dutiou3 loue 
Doth cheriiliyou and yours, God punifli me 
With hate.in thole where I expebt moll louc. 

When I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Decpe,hollow,trechcrous, and full ofguilc 
Be he vntome.Thisdo I beggeofGod, 

When lam cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A plcafing cordial! princely Buckingham, 

7s this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here. 

To make the pei fedt period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefter. 

Bnc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foucraigne king and queene, 
And princely peeres,a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed, as we haue fpent the day : 

Brother, wc haue done deedcsof charitie : 

Made peace of enmitic,faire loue of hate, 

Bctwecne thefefwelling wrong inccnfcdPceres. 

Go. A bielfcd labour moft (oucraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
By falfc intelligence^ wrong furmife, 

Ho 
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Hold me a foe, if I vn wittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,! defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to bcatenmitic. 

I hate it, and delire all good mens loue. 

Firft Madame, I inrreat peace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/fcucrany grudge were lod’gd bctwecne vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Risers, and Lord Gray of vou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes-Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

I do not know that Englilh man ahue, 

With whom my fbulc is any ioirc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke my God for my humilitie. 

%h. A holy day (hall tins be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I do bcleech your Maieftie 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I offred loue for this. 

To be thus fcornde in this royall prelence f 
W \ lo kno wes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniuric to fcornc his' coarfe. 

Ri. Who fcnowes not he is dead l who knowes he is 3 
£3. All feeing heaucn,what a world is this ? 

Bnc. Lo oke I fo pale Lord Dorfeft as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prcfcncc, 

But hisred colour hath forfookc his chcekcs. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead’the order was rcuer ft. 

Glo. But he (poore foule) byyour ftrftorderdide. 

And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lagge to fee him buried: 

God graunt that fomclclfc noble, and lclTc loyall, 

Ncercr in bloody choughts;but not in blood : 

Dcferue not worfc then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goc currant from fufpition. Enter TKarbie. 
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Dar. A boone (my foueraigne) fer my fcruicc done, 

Kin. I pray thee peace, my foule is full of lorrow. 

Dar. 1 will not rile vnlclTc your highncllc graunt. 

Kin. Then fpcake at once, what is it thou demaundft ? 

Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of NorfFolkc. 

Km. Hauc/a tongue to doomc my brothers death, 
And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flauc • 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And vet his punifhment was cruell death. 

Who fued ro me for him ? who in my rage, 

Knecld at my fectc and bad me be aduifdc ? 

Who fpake of brother- hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfakc 
The mightic warwickc,and did fight for me ? 

JK ho told me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downejhe refeued me, 

And faid, dearc brother, hue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft todeath,how he did lappe me, 

Eucnin his owne garments andgaucbroiclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man pf you 
Had fo much grace to put it in nay minde. 

But when your carters or your waighting vailailes 
Hauc done a drunken fl„’Ughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image ofour deare Redeemer, 

You draightarc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And 1 vniuftly too, mull graunt it you 
But for my brother, not a malt would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) (peakc vnto my fi ife, 

For him, poore foule : The proudclt ofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none ofyou would once plead for his life : 

Oh God, Ifcarc thy iultice will take holdc 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. ( Exit , 

ComeHaftings,helpe meto myclolet,oh po ore Claren ce 
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ffla, This is the fruite ofrawncs : mark t you not 
How that thcguiltiekiadrcdof the Qucene, 

Loo^f pal c when they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Ob, they did vrge it dill vnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor ke nub Clarence children. 

Boy .Tc II me goodGranam,isour father dead ? 

But. No boy. ( bread ? 

Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat you* 
Jndcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and lhakeyour head ? 

And call vs wretches , Orphancs,cadawayes, 

/f that our noble father be aliuci* 

But. My prcttic Cofcns, you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the lickncdc of the King : 

At loth to loofc him,notyour fathert death: 

It were lod labour to wcepc for one that’s Iod. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vnclc is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom /will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efFetd. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow innocents, 

/ ou cannot gefle who caufdc your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: /or my good Vnc\c Gloceder 
Tald me, the Xing prouoked by the Quecne, 

Dcuif'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me io he wept, 

And hugd me in his armc, and £ind!y 4id my checke, 
Andbadmerclie on him as on my father. 

And he would Joue me dearcly as his chiide. 

Out. Oh that deceit ihould dcaie fuch gentle (ha pcs, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my ihame: 
from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

%.Thin^eyoumy Knck did diirembic, Granam.'’ 

But. I Boy. 

1 cannot thinkcit,barke,wbat noife isthta? 
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Enter the ueene. 

Q». Whoy (hall hinder me to wailc and weepe, 

To chide ni fortune, and torment my feife ? 
lie ioyne with bJackc difpaircagainft my feife, 

And to my feife become an cnemie. 

Dut. What .raeanes thisfeeane ofrude impatience? 
£n. To make anadlof tragickevioler.ee, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonneour king is dead. 
Why grow the branches, now theroote is u ithred? 
Why wither not the leaues^the lap being gone. ? 

If, you will liuc., lament : if die, be brie fe : 

That our fiyift winged foules may catch the kings 
Or like obedient fubiedls , follow hira,> 

To his new fdngdome of perpetuall reft. 

Dut. A\y (o much intereft haue I in thy forrow,* 

As / had title in thy noble husband: 

I Iwue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

.^nd liu'd by loppi ng on his images. 

But now twamirrorsofhis princely femblance, 

Are crackt in peeces by malignantdeath. 

And / for comfort haue but onefalfe glaile, 

^hieh greeues me when 1 fee tny flame in him* 
Thou a?ta vndow,yctthouarra mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes, 
And pluckt two crutches, from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what.caufe haue f 
Then, being but moitic of my griefe, 

To ouergo thy plaints and drownc the cries? 

Boy. Go.edA tint, you wept not for our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

Gerl. Our fathcrlefte di ftrefte-was left vntnoand, 
Tour widowc&dolours like wile be vnwept. 

G ‘ue me no helpein lamentation, 
s am not barren to.bring forth laments, 

Al I fprings reducc-their currents to mine eies, . 

That I being gouernd by. the watry moane* 

May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drownc theworJtfc 
Qhior my hushand/or my hcircLo. Edward* 
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A ubo Oh for our father, for ourdcare Lo. Clarence. 

T)ut Alas for both, both mincEd ward and Clarence* - 
q t{ ’what ftaie had I but Edward, and he is gone: 

Whit ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone ? 

D n' tj What ftaies had I but they, and they are^ooc? 

0)., Was ncuer widow, had fo doarea Ioffe. 

^ traseuerOrphancs had a dearer lode? 

' #'aseuer mother had a dearer lode, 

Alas I at 11 the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes are parceid mineare general!: 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do/ : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not (he.* 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me threefold di ft reft. 

Powrcal! your teares,/amyour forrowes nurfe, 

And /will pamper it with lamentations. Enttr Glofter y 
Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs hauecaufe rrithothers. 
To waile the dimming of our Ihining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harm*s by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mcrcie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour blefting. 

But. God blclfe thee, and put meeknes in thy mindc, 

Lout, chatitie, obedience, and true diitie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thatsthc butt end of my mothers blefting : 

I maruell why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buck. 7bu cloudy princes, and hart borrowing pceres, 

/"hat beare this mutiull heauieload ofmoanc, 

Now cheare each other, ineach othcrsloue : 

Though we hauefpent our harueft for this King, 

Wcare to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted,£nit, and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be prefer.u’d,cberillit,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that withfome little trairc, 

Forthwith from Ludlow theyong prince be fctcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

E a Gl*. 
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(7.V. Then be it fo : and go we to determine 
V/ho they (hall be that ftraight (hall port to Ludlow, 
Madame , and you my mother, will you go, 

T 0 g'uc your cenfures in this waightie bufinefle. 

An f - aI1 our hearts Exeunfimanet Glo. Buck. 

Buck. My Lord, who euer iourncyes to the Print* V 
For Gods fake let not vs two bebchinde: 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately tal^t off, 

To part the Qaecnes preude kindred from the .firing. 

Glo. My other fcJfc, my counfels confiftoric, 

My O racle , my Prophet, my deare Cofcn: 

/ like a childc will go by thy diredion : 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not (lay bchinde. Exit. 
Er.ter two Citixxns. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft l 
2Cu. l promife you, /fcarccly know my felfc. 
iHeare you the. newes abroad / 

2 1 that the King is dead. 

1 Bad newes birlady, fcldomc comes the better. 

1 (care, /feare, twill prooue a troublcfomc world.' Enters 

3 C/r. Good morrow neighbours. t h s) C it 

Dotht^socvvesholdofgoodKmgsEdwardsdeath^ 

0t ‘ i* ^ cr j ui^illers lookc to fee a troublous world* 
a No, no, hy Gods grace his fonne (hall raigne. 

3 W o to that land thats gouernd by a childc. 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernment, 

*piat in his nonage, counfell vndcr him. 

And in hisfullaod ripened yeercs himfclfe, 

A°a (l! a ^ , thc "’ and u fi,Ith ^goucrne'; c |J. 
i So flood the flare when Harry the fixt 

/ W Uh f ^'*/ but 3t ninc moncth * olde. 

f J rbtn 1 , C ft j fC H no good m y **nd not fo,. 

For then this land was fa mouflyienricht 

mth pohtike grauc counfell : then the Kine 

Had vertuousVndtsio protedhis Grace. 8 

a^So hath this, both by the fathcrand mother, 

$ Better it ivcre they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were none at all; 
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For emulation now, who (hall be neareft, 
jFhich touch vs all tooncareifGod preuentnot, 

Gh full ofdangcr is the DukeofGloccfter, 
AndthcQuecnes kindred haueieand proude, 

And were they to be ru!de,and not fo rule, 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

i Come, come, we feare the woorfl,a!I dull be well- 
j When clouds appearc,wifc men put on their cloakes. 
When great Icaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When the fun fets, who doth not lookc for night? 
Vntinoely flormes make men exped a dearth : 

All may be well : but ifGod fort it (o, 

Tis more then we defcruc^or I exped. 

i Trucly thcfoulcs of men are full of dread t 
Ye cannot almoft reafon with a man 
That Jookes not heauily and full of feare. 

I BeforethctimesofchangCjflilJ isitfot 
Byadiuincinftindmcns mindcs miftruft 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we (cc, 

The waters fwell before a boy ftrousftormc : 
Butleaueitallto God : whither away ? 
a Wcarefent for to the Iufticc. 

3 AndfowasI,Ilcbcarcyoucompanie. Exeunt. 

Enter Cardinal, i, Dutches ofTerke, Qu.ytng Torke. 

Car. Laftnight I heard they lay at Northhampton, .. 
AtStoniAratford will they be tonight. 

To morrow or next day they will behere. 

But. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fince la ft l faw him. 

But I hearc no, they fay my fonne of Yorke ' 

Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Tor. I mother, blit I would nothaue itfo. 

Dut. Why my yong Coufin it is good to grow. 

Tor. Granara,one night as wc did (it at flipper, 

My VncleRiucrstalkt how I did grow 

s 1 **? i*u cn my brothcr - 1 quoth my Vncle Clo. 
mall hearts hauc grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 
ccayfc fweete flowers arc flow, and weedea make hafte. 
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Dut. Good faith, good faith : the laying did not hold 
In him that did obiedl the fameto thee : 

He was the wretched ft thing when he was yong, 

Solonga growing and fo leifurely, 

That ifthis wereatule,hefliou!d be gracious. 

Car. Why Madame, fo no doubt lie is. 

Dut. I hopefotoo,butyet Ietmothcrs doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had bcene remembred 
I could hauc giuen my V ncles Grace a flout, ( ro j nc 

That fliouldjiaue neerer toucht his growth then he did 
Dut. How my prettie Yorkc ? I pra? thee let me hcarcit 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fail, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres hold : 

Twas full twoycers ere I couldgeta tooth. 

Granam this would h.iuc beene a prettie ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee prettie Yorke,who told thee foi 
Tor . Granam, his Nurle. 

Dut. Why, (he was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwcrc not flic, I cannot tell who told me. 

J%u. A perilous boy : go too : you are too flirewd, 

Car. Good Madame be not angry with the child. 
jQu. Pitchers haue earcs. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Hcrecomesyourfonne,-L rd Marques Dorlet, 
Whatnewcs Lord Marques ? 

Dor. Such newcs,my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

£>u. How fares the Prince ? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then ? 

Dor. Lord Riuers, and LordGray,arefcnttoPomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

Dor. T he might/c Dukes, Glocefler and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence ? 

Dor. The fummeofall I can,t hauedifclofed : 

Why,o r for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Ts all vnknowneto me, my gracious Lady. 

Sll* Ay me, I /ce the downefail of our houle, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 
infulting tyrannie begins to iet> 

^ 
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Voon the innocent and lawlcflcthroanc: 

Welcome deftruAion, death and maflacre. 

ifeeas ilia Mappe the end of all. 

Accurfcd and vnquictwranglingdaic^ 

How many ofyou haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vp and downemy fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lofle, 

And being featcd,and domcfticke broyles 
Cleaneouer blown, therofehies the conquerours, 

Make war vpon themfclues, blood againft blood 

Selfe again ft felfe,0 prepofterous 

And franticke outrage, end thy damned fplccnc, 

Or letmedieto.lookeon death no more. 

eome,come-,my boy, we will to Samfluarie. 

Dut. lie go along with you. 
gtt' You hauenocaufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie^go-. 

And thither beare your treafarcand your goods. 

For my part,Ile reiigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kcepe,and fo betide to me, 

A* well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Comcjllc conduct you tothefanftuarie. Exeunt. 

Tbe.T rumpets found. Enter yongP rtnee s the Dukes of 

Gloceftr, and Buckingham, Cardinally &c. (ber. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prrrcc to London to your chatn- 
Glo. Welcome dearc Cofen my thoughts Ibucraignc. 

The wearie way hath made you melancholies 
Prin. No V nclc.but ourcrollea on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauie s 
I want more V ncles hcec to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your y ceres, , 
Hath notyet diued into the worldsdcceit j 
Nor more canyoudiflinguiflj ofaman. 

Then of his outward fhew, which God lie knowes, 
Seldomeorneucriumpcth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncle* which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words. 



the TrageeJie 

God keepe you from them, and from fuchfalfc friends. 

Prin. God keepemefrom falfe friends, but they were non 
G/oMy Lord, the MaiorofLondon comes to grcetcyou C * 

Enter Lord Mtuor. 

Lo.MGod blcllc your Grace,with health and happy daic* 
Prin. I thankc you good my L. and thankc you alj i 
I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs onthc way : 

Fjcjwhat a ilug is Haftings that he comes not 

To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter t.ffa 

Buck. And in good time heere comes the fwcating Lord 

Pri». Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother comc^ ' 
Hafi. On whatoccafion God he knowes not I; 
ThcQuccnc your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sandtuaric: The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Sue. Fie, what an indireltand pccuifhcourfc 
Is thisof hers i Lord Cardinal!, will your Grace 
Perfwade the Qoeenc they fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prefentlyi 
If ihe denic,Lord Ha flings go with them, 

And from her iealous armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. MyL.ofBuckingham,ifmywcakeoratoric 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon exped him hcerc : but if ihe be obdurate * 

Tp-mildc entreaties, God forbid 
Ac (hould infringe the holy priuiledge 
' Ofbleiled Sandtuarie : not for all this land, 

Would r be guiltieof fogreata finne. 

Buck. \ on arc too fencclefle obftinatc my Lord. 

T oo eery monious and traditionall. 

Weighit but with the grofenctfcof this age. 

You breakenot Sandtuaric in feazing him : 

The benefit thercofisalwaiesgranted 

To thofc ■whofc dealings haue deferued the place, 

And tnoic who haue the wit to claime the place 
This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
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Then taking Him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nocchareer there; 

Ethane l heard of Sandtuanc men, 

But Santf uaric children neucr till now. 

Cur My Lord, you fhall ouerrule my minde for once : 
Come on Lord Haftings , will you go with mi? 

, Haft. I go my Lord. Em. Car&Hufi. 

p>i. Good Lords makeall the fpeedie haft you 
$ 2 v Vnclc Glocefter,iiour brother come, ( may. 

VVhere Ihall we foiournc till our Coronation/ 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felfc: 

Ifl ni3y counfel you fome day ot two, 

Your highnelfc (hall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe & fiialbc thought molt fit 
Forycurbcfl health and recreation. 

pri. I do not like the Tower of any place: 

Did Iulius Cxfcr build that place my Lord? 

Buck, did , my gracious L. begin that place, 

Which fince fucceding ages haue rcedified. 

P'i». Is itvpon record, orcls reported 
Sucefliuely from age to age he built it? 

Buck.- Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Pm. But fay my Lord it were not regiflred, 

Me thinkes the truth Ihould hue from age to age, 

As were rctaild to all podlcritie, 

Euen tothcgencrall ending day. 

Glo. So wife, foyong, they fay doneuer liue long: 

Brin. What fay you V ncle ? 

Glo. I fay, without Characters fame liues long: 

Thus like the fcrmall vicc,iniquitic, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

/’>•*». That Iulius Cedar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

His wit fet downc to make his valour liue :■ 

Death makes noconqueft of his conquerour, 
fornowheliues in famc,rhoughnotin life : 

Ilctdl you what my Coufen Buckingham; 

Buck What my gratious Lord i 
Brin. And ifl liue vntill I be a man, 

F 
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lie win our auncient right in France againc. 

Or dye a fouldic r as I Jiu'd a king. 

Glo. Short lommers lightly hauca fonvarcHpring. 

Enter jong Tor ke, Ha flings, Cardinall. 

Bhc. Now in good time,hcrc comes the DukcofYorfce, 
Prw» Rich, of Yorkc,how fares our noble brother? 

Tor. Well my deare Lord: fo mull I call you now. * 
Prin. I brother to our griefe as it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might hauc kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much roaieftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke i 
Tor. I thankc you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath out growne me farre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my fairccoufen,! mud not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then L 
Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tt ?r. I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger Jittlecoufen, with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy; which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, lie giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? O thatsthefword too if. 

Glo. I gentle ccfcn, were it light enough. 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with lightgifts, 

In wcighticrthingsyoulcfayabcggcrnay. 

Glo. It is too weightieforyour grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you hauc my weapon litle Lor J ? 

Tor. I would that I might thankc you asyou call me. 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftill be croile in talke ; 
Vnclcyour grace knoweshow tobearc with him. 

Tor. You meanc to bearc me, not to bearc with me: 
Vncle, my brother mockes both you and me, 
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Bccaufe that I am litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you fliould bearc me on your ihouldera. 

But. With what a ftiarpcprouided wit hcrcafons. 

To id irrigate the fcornc he giue h's vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfclfe : 

Socunningandfoyoug is wonderful!. 

Gh . My Lo : wilt plcafe you pafle along? 

MyfdVeand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mot her, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 
rrin. My Lord Protestor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fleepc in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what Ihould you fcarc? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft .* 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there. 

Prin. I feare no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Pria.And ifthey liuc, I hope I need not feare. 

But come my L. with a hcauie heart 

Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Tor. Haft. D0rftn4net.Bich.Bue. 

Bhc. Thinkcyou my Lo : this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not incenfcd by hisfubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeome you thus opprobrioufly ? 

G/o. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis apcrilous boy, 

Bold, quickc, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bhc. Well let them reft .- Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effect what we intend, 

As clolely to conceale what we impart . 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgdc vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an cafic matter 
Tomakc William L. Haftingsof our mindc, 

For the inftalmrnt of this noble Duke, 

In thefeate royal! of this famous lief 
Cntef. He for his fathers fake lo loucs the Prince, 

That he will nor he wonne to ought again ft him. 

Bhc, What tlnnktft tljouthcnol Stanley jwh^ wil! he? 

F i Cut. 
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Cat. He will do all in ali as Hillings doth. 

Bnch^ Well, then no more bur this : 

G* gentle Catesby, and as it were a farreoff, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he (lands affcAcd 
V nto our purpofc,If he be willing, 

Encourage him, and (hew him all ourreafons; 

If he be leaden, icic, cold, vmvilling, 

Be thou fo toorand fo breakeoflyour talke, 

And giuc vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow holddiuided counfcls, 

Wherein thy fclfeflialt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby 
Hisancicnt knot ofdangerousaduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftlc, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Mi lire lie Shore, one gentle kille the more. 

Buck. Good Catesby effed this bufinefTefoundly. ' 

Cat. My good Lords both:with ali the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall wehearefromyou Catcsby ere we fleepe? 

Cat. You (hall my Lord. Exit Cm k 

Glo. At Crosby place, there fhall you find vs both. 

Now my Lord, what fhall we do, ifwepcrceiue 
William Lord Haflingswill not yeeld toourcomplots? 

Glo. Chop ofFhis head man,lbmc what we will do, 

And lookc when I am King claimc thou of the 
The Eariedomeof Hcrfordand themooueablcs, 

Whereof the King my brother flood polTefl. 

Shc * i,c daime that promife at your Graces hands. 

Glo. And looketo haue it yeelded with will/ngneilc. 
Come let vs fup betimes, thatafterwards 
We may digell our comp lots in forae forme. Exeunt, 

'Enter a mefenger to Lord Hafltnos. 

Mejf. What ho my Lord. & 

Hafl. Who knocks at the doore? 

Me/. A mellcnger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Heft- 

Haft. Whats a clocke? 

Me[. v pon the ftrokc of foure. 

Had . Cannot thy maifler flecpc the teditous nights? 

MeJ. So it fliould fccrae by that I haue to fay; 
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Fi rfl ha commends him to your noble Lordfliip.' 

1 Haft And then. Mel. And then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night the Beare had cafle his hclmc : 

Beiides hefayes, there are two counccls held, 

And that may be determind at th« one, . 

Which may make you and him torew at the other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lorlhids pleafure 
Ifprefcntly you will take horfcwith him, 

And with all fpeed poll into the North, 

T 0 (bun the danger that his foulc diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go^eturne vmto thy Lord: 

Bid him notfearethe leparated councels: 

His Honour and my felfearc at the one, 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby; 

Where nothing can proceed thattoucheth vs, 

Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his fearesare (hallow, wanting inflancic. 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruflthc mockcric of vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye th? Boarc before the Boarc purfuc vs. 

Were to incenfc the Boarc to follow vs, 

And make purfuite where he did meane no chafe. 

Go, bid thy mailer rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boare will vfc vs kindly. 

Me/. My gracious Lord, He tell him what you fay# Exit. 

.Enter Catesby to L. Haftinos.. 

Cat. Many good morrow es to rny noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Cate$by:you arc early flirring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering (late? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And /belceue twill neuerftandvpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Rcalme. 

Haft Who.Avcarethc Garlandfdo cfl thou meane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Haft. He haue this crowneofmine,cutfrommy fhoulders 
Erc l will fee the Crowne fofoule mifplafle: 

But canft thou getfc that he doth ayme at it? v 

Cat. Vpon my life my L. and hopes to findc you forward 

F, 3 Vpon : 
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Vpon hjs party for the gainc thereof, 

And therevpon he fends you this good nevres a 
That this iamc very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queenc mufl dicat Pomfref, 

Hafi. Indeed I am no mourner for thatnewes, 
Becaulethcy haue bcenc dill mine enemies: 

But that He giuc my voyce on Richards fide, 

To barre my maiders hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat . God keepe your Lordlhip in thatgracious minde. 
Hafi. But I Hull laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 

I liue to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. pit. What m v Lord? 

Hafi. Erca fortnight make me elder, 
lie fcndfomcpacking, that yetthinke noton it, 

Cat. Tisa vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When man arcvnprepard,and lookc not for it. 

Iiafi. O monftrous,monfirous , and fo fall it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray :and fo twill doo 
With fomc men els, who thinke thcmfelues as life 
As thou, and I, who as thou know!) are dearc 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyoti, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Hafi, l know they do, and I haue well dcicrucd i. 

Enter Lerd Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boarc-fpcarcman? 
t eare you the Boarc and goc fo vnprouided/ 

Stan. My L. good morrow .‘good morrow Catesby t 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do pot like thefefcuerall councelsl. 

Hafi.^Ay L. I hold my life as deareas you do yours, 

And ncucr in my life f do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I knorw our (late (ccurc, 

I would be fo try umphant as/am/ 

Sia. The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London 
ere iocund , and fuppcfdc their dates was furc, 

And 
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and Indeed had no caufeto midrud : 

M yet you fee how foone the day orccaft, 

This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubt. 

Pray God, / fay , / proue a needlelTc coward, 

Outcome my L (hall wc to the Towel f 

Ha.. I go:but (lay , heare you not the newes? 

This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better wcare their heads. 

Then fomc that haue aecufde them wearc their hat: 

j?uf come my L let vs away. Exit L Staudley Cat. 

Ha. Go you before,! Ic follow prcfently. 

Enter Htftin&i aPur/tuant, 

H.tfi.WcW met HaftingSjhcw goes the world with thee? 

Pnr. The better that it plcafc your good Lordlhip to ask. 

Ha/}. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when / met thee lad where now wc mcetc: 

Then was / going prifoner to the Tower, 

By thcfuggellion of the Quccncs allies: 

But now I tel I thee ( keepe ittothyfelfe) 

This day thofe enemies arc put to death. 

And l in better (late then cuer I was. 

Fur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Hafi. Gramercy Hidings, hold fpend thou that. 

He cine s him his pftrfe. 

Pur. God (aue your Lordlhip. Exit. Pnr. Enter aPriefi. 

Hafi. What fir /ohn,you arc well met: 
lam beholding to you for your lad dayes execile: 

Comcthc next Sabboth,and l will content you. He vrhifperrs 
Enter Buckingham. (in hit eare. 

Hue. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Pomfretthcy dp need the Pried. (prieft? 
Your Honour hath no fiuiuingworkc in hand. . 

Hafi. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde: 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. /do, but long /(hall not dsy, 

/fliall rcturne before your Lordlhip thence. 

H«fi. Ti$ like enough, for I day dinner there. 

Bnc. A ad fupper too, although thou knowft it not : 

Come 
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Come fliall we goe along? 

Enter Str Richard Ratlife , with the Lord Riuert, 

Gray , and yatighan.pr if oners. 

Ret. Come bring forth the pr/foners. 

Rite* Sir Richard RathfFc,lec me tell thee this: 

Today (halt thou behold a lubic&die, 
Forftuth,fordutie,and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack ofyou: 

A knot you arc of damned blood fuckers. 

Kin. O Pomfrct, Pomfrct. Ohthou bloudie prifon, 
Fatall and ominious to noble Pcctes : 

Within the guiltieclofureof thy walks 
Richard the lecond here was hacktto death: 

And for more llaundcr to thy difmall foule, 

YVe giuc thee vp our guiltlcllc bloudsto drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curie is falnevpon our heads, 

For ftanding by, when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

Rt. Then cutft flbe Ha(lmgs,thcn curft flic Buckingham, 
Then curd (lie Richard. Oh remember God* 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fiftcr,and her princely lonne : 

Belatisficd.deare God with our true bio uds, 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch,theJimit of your liues isout. 

Ritt. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs allimbrace 
And take our leaue,vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lordsat once, the caufe why we are met, 

1 s to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name lay ,whcn is thisroyalJday ? 

Rue. Arc all things fitting for that royail time ? 

Dar. It is, and ltt buc nomination. 




Ri[h. To morfowthen , I guelfc a happie time. 

^ Rue. Who kno wes the Lord Protetftors minde herein? 
Who is moll inward with the noble-Dukc? ( his mind. 

E't Why you my Lo :.me thinks you fliould foonedknow 
Buc. Who I my Lord l we know each others faces: 
out for our hearts, he knowes no more ofmine, * 

Tiicn I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you ofmine. 

Lord 
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1 0 rd Hading*, y° u and he areneare in lone. 

1 #w?./thanke his grace, /know hclcucsmcwell: 

But for his purpofc in the coronation 
/haue not founded him, nor he dcliucrcd 
His graces plcafure anyway therein ; 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behallc ile eiue my voice, 

Which /prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bf. Now in good time here comes the Duke him Iclfc. 
Enter Glfter. 

Glo. My noble L and coufens all good morrow, 

/ lime bene long a deeper, but now /hope 
My abfcncc doth negletft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefcncc might haue bene concluded. 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wiliam L. Haftings had now pronounft your parr •• 

/nicane your voice for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Then my L.Haflings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lotdflnp knowes me well, and loucs me well. 

Haft. I than kc your grace. , 

Glo. My Lord of Elie. , 

Btjh. My Lord. 

Glo. when /was lad in Holborne, 

/fawegood ftrawberries in your garden there, 

/dobefcechyou (end for Tome of them. 

Bifh. I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Coufcn Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catcsby hath founded Haftings in our bufindfe, 

And findes the tefty gentleman fo hore, 

As he will loofc his head are giue content, 

His maifletsfonneas woifhipfullhe termesit, 

Shall loofc the royaltie of Englands throane, 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. /le follow you. Ex- Glo* 
Dar. tv e haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph, 
Tomorrow in mine opinion is toofoonc: 

F?r / my leife arn not fo well prouided, 

Asclfc/wouldbc wercthcday prolonged. 

Enter the Btfhop ofElU. (berries. 

BrfV here is my L. Pr otedor , / haue lent for thtfc ftraw- 

G Haft. 
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Haft. His Grace lookcs cheerfully andfmoethto day, 
Theres forne conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
/thinkethere is neueraman inChriftendome, 

That can Idler hide his Joue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight (lull you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart preceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he fliewed today? 

HaB. Mary , that with n© man here he is offended,. 

For ifhewerc , he would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Dor . (V Pray God he be not , //ay. 

Enter Gloftcr . 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they de/cruc 
That do conlpire my death with diudli/h plots, 

Of damned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild 
rpon my bodic with their hcllifli charmes .? 

Haft. The tender louc /beare your Grace my Lord, 

Mikes mcrnall forward in this noble pre/ence. 

To doomc the offenders whatfoeucr they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

G'o. Then bcyourcyes the witncfle of this ill. 

Sec how /am bewitcht , behold mine armc 
Is like a blaltedfapling withered vp. 

Z'm's is that Edwards wife, that monffrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot dru.npct Shore, 

That by their witchcraftsrhus haue marked me. 

Hift. I f they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 

Gto. li , thou protestor ofthis damned drumpet, . 

T'ejft thou me ofiffirs ? thouart a traitor. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day /fiveare, 

Fntill / fee the fame , fome fee it done : 

7”ne relt that loue me , comeand follow me. Exeunt ,vMntt 

HutVo wo for England, nota whit forme: Ca.with Haft. 

For / too fond might haue preuentedthis : 

Stanley did dreams the boare did race his helme, 

But/ difdaindif,and didfeorneto flic, 

rhree times to day my footecloth horfc did durable, 

And ftartled when he Jookt vpon the Tower, 
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As loth to beare me to the /laughter- houfe. 
nh now I want the Pried that fpake to me, 
repent I told the Purhuanf, 

As M ere triumphing at tftine enemies, 
ilowtheyat Pomfret bloodily were burcherd, 

And 1 my felfc fecurc in grace and fauour : 

Oh MargaretjMargarct : now thy heautecurfe 
Is lighted on poore Huttings wretched head. 

ha. Difp.itch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 

Make a iliort lliriff,hc longs to /ee ycur head. 

O momentary date of worldly men, 

Whiclnvc more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen : / 

/yho builds his hopes in airc of your faire lockes, / 

Liucs like a drunken Sayler on a mart, d 

Ready with cuery nod to tumble downe 

Into the fatall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that ffiortly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glefler andBuckingham in Armour, 

Glo. Come cofen, cand thou quake & change tny colour ? 
Mutther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and ftop againc, 

As ifthou wcrtdi draught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on eucry fide : 

Intending deepe Zufpition,gaftly lookes 
Areat my feruicclike inforccd fmilcs, 

And both are rcadic in their offices 
Togracemy ffratagems. Enter Mater. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Lctmealonctocntcrtainc him. LordMaiofc 
Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc, The reafon wc haue fent for you. 

Glo, Catesbyouerlookethewallcs. 

Buc. Harkcjlhcarcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here arc enemies, 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

^ G 2 
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Enter Catesbymth Haftingsheacl. 

Cat . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnlufpeded Hidings. 

Glo. So deare 1 lou'd the man, that /muft weepe- 
/ tookc him for the plainclt harmclcire man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chnftian: 

Lookeyc my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulcrccorded 

The Hidoricofall herfecrct thoughts : 

So Imooth he daub'd his vice with ihew of vertue 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

1 meahe his conuerfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufpctft. ( trait 

P W K tv ell, well, he was the couertft (hcltrcd 
That cuer liu'd ,woul J you haue imagined, 

Or almoft belceue, wert nor by great preferuatir 
We hue to tell it you ? The (ubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfc, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccfter. 

Mayor. What , had he Co? 

G/o. What thmke ye we arc Turks or Tnfidcls, 
Osthatwc would again (1 thccourleofLaw, 

Proceed thus rallily to the villaines death, 

But that theextreame perill ofthecafe, 

The peaceof England ,and our perfons fafetie 
Inforlt vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairc befall yoti,hc delcrucd his death, 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts : 

I ncucr looktfor better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with MiltrefTe Shore. 

Cio. Yet had not we determined he Ihould die, 
rntill your Lordfliip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing haftc of thefe our friends 
Some what againd our meaning haue peruented, 
ecaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
i he traitor fp ake, andtimeroufly confcfTc 
T ie manner, and the purpofe of his trcafbn, 

Ttiat you minghc well haue fignified the fame 
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Vnto the Cittizens,who happily may 
M fconrter vs in him, and way 1c his death. 

Ma. My good L. ycur Graces word Ihall/crue, 

As well as I had fetne or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

Bu: He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iult proceedings in thu caufc. 

Gle. And to that end we wilhtyour Lordfhip 
To auoid the carping fenfure s of the world, (here, 

Buc. But fines you came too lareofour intents. 

Yet witnerte what we did intend, and fo my Lord aduc. 

Git. After, after, Coufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior. 

The Maior towards Guild-hall Dies him in all pod, 

Thereat your mcetll aduantagcofrhetiHJC, 

Inferrethe bafterdy of Edwards children t 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely fot layfng he would make his fonne 

He i re to the Crownc.meaning (indeed) his houle, 

Which by the figne thereof was rearmed fo. 

Morcouer,vrge his hatefullluxurie, 

And hcftiall appetite in change of lull. 

Which Itretched to their (eruants, daughters, wiuee, 
Euenwh«ehislulHuIleye,or fmige heart, 

Without controll bfted to make his prey t 
Nay fora need thus farrecome necre my perlbn. 

Tell them, w hen that my mother went with child 
Ofthatvnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had warres in France, 

And by mft computation of the time, 

Found, that the itfut was not his begot, 

Which wellappeared in his ire-aments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke n>y father : 

But touch tbisfparinglv as it were farreoff, 

Bcuufe you know my Lord,mv brother hues. 

Buc. Fcarenot,my Lord, lie play the Orator, 

Asifthc golden fector which I plcade 
Were for my feife. 

Glo. If you thriue well, bring them to Baynards CaftJe, 
Where you Hull findc me well accompanied 

G } With 





The Triigedie 

With rcuerend fathers and well learned Bi/hops. 

fine. About threeorfourcaclockclookctoheare 
^'hat'hewtsGuildhallaffordeth and fomy Lordfarwell. 

Glo. Now will I in to take fomepriuie order (£.y,# w 
T o draw the Brats of Clarence cut of light, 

And to giuc notice that no manner of pei Ion 
At any time haue rccourfe vntorhe Princes. g Xlf 

Enter a Scrinencrv. tth tt paper in bn hand. 

This is the I ndidfcment of the good Lord Hillings, 

A^hich in a fet handfairely is engrolf d, 

That it may be this day read oucr in Pauls : 

And markc how well the fcquell hangs together) 

Eleucn houres I fpent to write it ouer. 

Foryeflernightby Catcsby v as it brought me. 

The prelident was full as long a Jooing, 

And yet within thefe fine houres liued Lord Haflings, 
Vntaintcd,vncxamined: free,atlibertie : 

Acre's a good world the while, f^hy who’sfogrofTe 
That fees not this palpable deuicc ? 

Yet who fo blind but fayes hclees it not ? 

Bid is the world, and all will come to nought, 

J^Ticnfuch bad dealing mult be feene in thought. Exit, 
Enter Glocefier at one docre, Buckingham at another, 

Glo. How now my Lord what fay the Citizens? 
fine. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
TheCitizencs aremumme,andfpeake not a word. 

Glo. Toucht you the Baflardy of Edwards children? 
fine. I did:with the infatiate greedinelTc of his defircs, 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baflardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 
withal! I did inferreyourlienaments, 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

Both in one forme and noblenclleofmindc : 

Layd open all your victories in Scotland : 

Your Difciplinein warre,wifedomein peace: 

Your bountie,vcrtuc,fairc humilitic: 

Indeedleft nothing fitting for the purpofc 
Vntouch't,orllieghtIy handled in difeourfe : 

And when my Oratorio grew to end, 
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I baithem that loucs their Countries good, 

Cry God faue Richard, Englands royall King. 

Glo A>and did they fo ? 
fine. No fo God heipe me, 

But like dumbe flatucs or breathlelle (tones, 

Gazle each on other and lookt deadly pale: 
rhich when I fa w,l reprehended them : (lencc ? 

And askt the Mayor what meant this wilful! li- 
Hisanfwcrc was, the people were notwont 
To be (poke too, but by the Recorder. 

Then hewasvrgde to tell my taleagaine: 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd s 
But nothing fpake in w arrant from himfelfc : 
jy h cn he had donc,fome followers of mincownc 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fome ten voyces cry ed, God faue King Richard: 

Thankcs louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This general! applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedomeand your loues to Richard . 

And fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. whit tonguelclTe blocks were they, would they not 
fine. No by my troth roy Lord.' (fpeake! 

Glo. w\\\ not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 
fine. TncMaioris hecrc : and intend fome fearc, 

Be not fpoken withali,but with mightic fute : 

And looke you get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 
Foronthat ground lie build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafit wonne to our requefl : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, bur take it. 

Glo. Feare not me,ifthou canft pleadc as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my fclfe, 

No doubt wcele bring it to a happy ilTue. 

fine. You lhal fee what I can do, get you trpto the leads. Ex % 
Now my Lord Mayor, I dance attendance here, 

I thinkc the Duke will not be fpoken withal!. Enter Catcsby. 
Here comes his feruant : how’ now Catcsby, what fayes he ■ 
Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vifit him to morrow, or next day : 
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He is within with two r<*ucrend Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly lute *ou!d he be mou*d, 

To draw him from his hoiycxerc»(e. 

Bnc. Returne good Catcsby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my (clfe,thc Maior and Citizens, 

In deopedefignes and matters of great moment. 

No Idle importing then ourgcncrall good, 

Are come to hauc feme coferencc with his grace. 

Can Iletellhimwhatyoufay my Lord. Exin 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is nor lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation 2 
Not dallying withabraceofCurtizans, 

But m-ditaring with two deepe D uines: 

Not deeping to ingroire his idle body, 

But praying to iprich his watclifuii (oule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfc thefoueraigntic thereon. 

But hire I fcare we dull neuerwinne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God Forbid his grace diouIJ fay vs nay. 

Enter Cateslj . 

Buc. I Fcare he will, how now Catesby, 

W hat (ay es your Lord J 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to whatend you haueaflctnbled 
Such troupes of Citizens to Fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he feares you meaneno good to him, 

B ac. Sory I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpctft me that I meaneno good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft louc to him, 

And fo once more returneand tell his grace: Exit Catesbr. 

fEhcn holy and deuout religious men. 

Arc at their bead »,r is hard to draw them hence, 

© 0 lwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two Bifbops aloft. 

Maior. See where he (lands betweene two Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince: 

To i.uy ixim fram the fail of vanit/c, 

[Famoij 
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Famous Plants genet, mo ft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablc cares to my requeft, 

A nd pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriflian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apolegie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Who earned in thefcruiceof my God, 

Ncgle&thc vifitation ofrny friends: 

But leaning this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafer h God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngoue rnd lie. 

Glo. I do fufpeft , I hauc done fome offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You hauc my Lord : would it pleafe your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

(?/o.Elfcwhcrfore breath I in a Chriftian land? 
flw.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreamc Seate,the Throne roaicfticall. 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thclineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

7o the corruption of a blcmiffit ftocke : 

Whiled in themildencfteofyour fleepie thoughts. 

Which herewewaken toyour Countryes good: 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face dcfac’t with fears of infamie. 

And almoll ihouldrcd in this fwallowing gulph, 

Ofblind forgctfulnelfe and darke obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

YourGracious fclfe to take on you the foucraign tie thereof 

Not as Protcftor , St weward , Subftitutc, 

Nor lowly Fadtorforan others gainc ? 

Butasfucccffiucly from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth ,your En»peric,your owne : 

For this conferred with the Ci tizens, 

Your worlhipfell and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation, 
n ' u ft fete conic I to moue your Grace. 

H Glo. 
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Glo. I knownot whither to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeakc in your reproofe, 

Beft fitteth my degree or your condition: 

Your loue deferues my thankes , but my defert 
Vnmcritable fhunnesyour high requofi, 

Firftif ail oblhcles were cut away, 

And that my path were cucn to the crowne, 

As my right rcuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertie offpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my dcfedls, 

As Iliad rather hide me from my greatnelle, 
Being a Barke to brookc no mightie Tea, 

Then in my greatneffecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory (mothered: 

5ut God be thanked thercs no need forme, 

And much l need to helpc you if need were, 

The royall tree hath left vs royal! fruite, 

Which mellowed by the ftealing houresoftime, 
Will well become rhefcate of maieflie; 

And make no doubt vs hippie by bis raigne, 

On him I lay whatyou would lay on me : 

The right and fortune ofhishappieftarrcs. 
Which God defend that I fliould wring from him. 

Buc. My Lord, this argues confcieno. i i yourgr, 
But thcrefpctSsthcrcofare nice and triuiali, 

All circum dances well con fidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne?. 

So fay we too , but not by Edwards wife : 

For firft he was contrad: to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues , a witneffe to rhat vow, 

And afterward b v fubffitutebetrothed 
To Bona , ft flex to the king of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A carc-craz J mother of many chi ldren, 

A beauty-waininganddidrciTed widowe, 

Euen in the aftemoone ofher bed dayes, 

Made prife and purchafe of his iuftfull eye , 

Scduc t the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 



To 



of Richard thethrid. 

To bafedeclcnfion and loathd bigamie, 

By hcr in his vnlawfuil bed he got, 

Tiiis Edward, whom our maners terme the prince ; 
More bitterly could f cxpollulate, 

Satif that for rcuerencc to fome aliue 
I giueafparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good ny Lord , take to your royall feife. 

This proffered benefit of'dignitic? 

Ifnot toblelfe vs and the land withall, 

Vet to draw outyour royall ftockc, 
from the corruption of abufing time, 

Viitoalineall true deriued courfe. 

Mii* Do good my Lord , your citizens entreat you, 
fat. O make then) ioy full , grant their lawful! futc. 
G/o.A las, why would you heape thofc cares on me, 

I am vnfitfor ftateanddignitie: 

I do btfcech you take it not amilfe, 

I cannot , nor I will not y celd to you. 

Bhc. If you refufe it as in loue and zeale, 

Loth todepofe the childeyour brothers fo nnc, 

As well we know your tendcrnclfc of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

Which we bane noted in you toy our kin, 

And egally indeed to ail eftates, 
Yetwhecheryouacceptourfutcor no, 

Your brothersjfonnc fliall ncuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To thcdifgrace and downfall ofyour heufe : 

And in this refolution here we leauc you, 

Come Citizens, zounds He in treat no more. 

Glo. O do not fivcarc my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them again, my L. and accept their fute. 
•^»s.Do,good my Lord,Icaft all the land do rew it. 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world ofcare. ? 

Well, call them again, I am not made of ftones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

Albeit againft my confcience and myfoule, 

0 cn Buckingham, and you fi»ge grauemen, 
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Since you will buckle fortune on my backc. 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I mu ft haue pacience to endure the loade, 

But if blackefcandale or Co foulefac’t reproach 
Attend the fequcil ofyour impolition, 
Ycurmcereinforcementniallacquittancc me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God heknowes , and you may partly lee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelfc your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Glo. In faying foyou ihall but fay the truth. 

Bttc. :Thcn I Taluteyou with this kingly 7“itlc ; 

Long Hue King /fw^n^Englands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafeyou to be crown’d f 
Glo. Euen when you wiil,fincc you will haue it fo. 

Bhc.Tq morrow then we will attend your Grace,. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe ; 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freinds. Exm, 
Enter Queene mother , Dutchejfe ofT^rke^Martjues 
Dorfet at one doore , Duicht fe ofGloceJler 
at another doore. 

Dxt. Who meets vs hccre,my Necce Plantagenet ? 

£ht. Sifter well met, whither away fo faft? 

Dut. Glo. No farther then the 7"ower,and as I guefle, 

V pon the like demotion as your felucs, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^a. Kind fifter thanks , wecle enter all togither. 

Enter t roe Lieutenant of theTotecr. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutebantjpray you by your Ieauc, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health:but by your leaue, .. 

I may not fufter you to vifit him, 

7“he King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

Gte. The King? why, who's that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,/meanc the Lord Prote&or. 

£lu. /“he Lord prote<ft him from that Kingly title: ' 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their Iouc and me : 
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their mother, who Ihould keepe me from them i 
I m their father, mother, and will Iccthem. 

1 * Dut Glo. Their Aunt /am in Ja w,in loue their mother : 
Thenfcare not thou./le beare thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my peril!. 

Lieu /dobcfeech your Graces all fo pardon me: 
r am bound by oath, /may not do it. 

1 Enter LordStandly. 

Stan. Let me but mc«tc you Ladies at an hourc hence, 

And lie falute your Grace ofYorke,as mother : 

Andrcuerent looker on, of twofairc Queencs. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Wcftminfter, 

There to be crowned Richards royall Queenc. 

Qu. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope to bcatc,or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
gu, o Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thcc hence, 

Deathand deftruftion dogge thee at the heeles, 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 

If thou wilt outftrip death, goe croffie the Teas, 

And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughtcr houfc, 

Lcaft thou increafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queenc, 

Stan. Full ofwife care isthis your counfell Madam, 

Take all the fwiftaduantage of the time, 

You (hail haue letters from me to my fonne, 

To mcetc you on the w ay, and welcomeyou, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Tor. Oill difpearfing winde ofmiferic, 

0 my accutfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatricc haft thou hatcht to the world* 

**1)o fe vnauoyded eye is murtberous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all tufte was fent for. 

Duch. And/in all vnwillin&Kcffiewill goe, 

1 would to God that the idcluftue verge 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my browc, 
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Were red hotte ftccle to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poyfon. 

And die, ere men can fey,Godfeuc the Queene, 

Oh* Alas poorefoulc,Icnuie notthy glory, 

To feedc my humor, wifti thy idle no harme. 

Dnt.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as I followed Henries courfe. 

When fcarcc tiie blood was well walhtffom his hands 
Which ilTucd from my other angel husband, 

And that dead feint, wjiich then I weeping followed,. 
0,when I fey, I lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wifli,bc thou quoth I accurft, 

For making mefoyong,(oolda widow. 

And when thou wcdft,lc.t foi row haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife, if any be fo baddc 
As mifcrabic by the death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this uirfc againc, 

Eucn in Co fliort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prou'd thcfubiedls of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which euer fincehath kept my eyes from fteepe, 

For neucryct,onc houre in his bed, 

Haue I cnioycd the golden dcawof lleepe. 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Bcfidcs,hc hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will Ihorrly be ridofme. 

Jgu. Alas poore foulc, I pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mournc for yours. 

Farewell, thou wofull welcomcr of gloric. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou fakft thy leaueofit. 

Du Tor. Go thou toRichmod,&good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanduarie,good thoughts poircfte thee, 

I to my grauc where peace and reft he with me, 
Eightieoldeycaresofforrow haue I feene, 

And each houresioy wrackt with a weeke ofteene. 

& j • ' J ' .. . . J O) J 
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7 * he Trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Catesbyyrvith other Nobles . 

Rwo. Stand all apart. Cofcn ofBuckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : ‘Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thyaduice throne. 

And thy affiftancc is King Richard feated 
But (hall we weare thefe honours for a day i 
Or (lull they !aft,and wereioycein them l 

Buc. Still hue they, and for cuer may they laft. 

Kin.Rt. Q Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward lines : thinfce now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say orrmy gratiousfoueraigne. 

King. fThy Buckingham,Ifey I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you are my thricercnowined liege. 

Kmg. Ha : am I King ?tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward flill Ihould liuetrue noble Princec 
Cofcn,ehouwertnotwonttobefo dull: 

Shall I be plains f I wilh the baftards dead, 

And f would hauc it fuddcnly performde. 

Whatfeift thou l fpeake fuddcnly,bc briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

Ring. Tut, tut, thou art all ycc,thy kindneftfe freezeth, 

Say, hauc I thy confent that they (ball die ? 

Buc. Giue me fomc breath, fome litlc paufc my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

Iwill rcfolucyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcfpcCtiuc boycs,nonc are for me 
That lookc into me with confidcratecycs : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeft. 

Boy. Lord. 

Kmg* Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would . 
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Would temptvntoa clofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a dtfeontented Gentleman, 

Whofc bumble meancs match not his haughtic minde, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King, What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord,is TirrclI. 

King. Goe call him hither prcfently. 

Thcdeepc reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to mycounfcll, 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And Hops he now for breath i 

Ente Darby. 

How now, what newes with you i 

Dar. My Lord, I hearcthe MarquefteDorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickeandliketodie, 

I will take order for her keeping dole : 

' Enquire me Cut fomc meanc boi ne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is fooh(h,and I fearenor him : 

Looke how thou dream ft : I fay againe,giucout 
That Anne my wife is licke and like to die. 

/ About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to m y brothers daughter, 

Orelfc my kingdomc ftands on brittle glaiTe, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaineway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fin, 

Teare falling pittie dwcls not in this eye* 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy namcTirrell? 

Tir, lames T irrel,and your moft obedient fubieft. 

King. Artthou indeed i . 
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r ... prouc me my gracious faueraigne. 

Km Darft thourefolueto kill a friend ofmmc? 

Tir j ro y Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepe enemies. 

rr' why there thou haft it,twodeepcenemies, 

Foes to my reft,and my fweete flccpesdifturbs, 

Are they that l would baue thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrelj/mcane thofe baftardsin the 7-ower. 

Tir, Let me hauc open meanes to come to them, 

And loone /le rid you from the f eare of them. 

Cm. Thou fingft fweete niuficke. Come hither Tirrtll. 

Go bythat token, rife and lend thincearc. He whijpers inhu 
Tis no more but fo, fay it is done ( eare. 

And I will lone thee, and prefere thee too. 

fir . Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere wc fleepc? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Yc fhall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind, 
Thelatedcmaundthatyoudid found mein. 

King. Well, let that Parte , Dorfet is fled to Richmond . 

Buc. /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is your wiues fonne: TVc\ looke too if. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 
Forwhich your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
rheEarlcdomcofHerfordand the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed /fliould poilelfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if Ibe conucy 
Letters to Richmond you (lull anfwcic it. 

Buc. What fayes your highnclTe to my iufl demaund? 

King. As I remember, Hcmy the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond fliould be king, 

^hen.Richmond was a little pecuifli boy, 
Akingperhaps,perhaps. Buck. Mv Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 

Haue told me, /being bv,that/fhou!J kill him. 

Buck My Lord,your promife for rhe Earldomc. 

Richmond, when laft / was at Exeter, 

The Maior in cur tc fit fliewed me the Caft'c, 
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And called it Rugs 'mount, at which name I ftarted, 

Becaufe a Bard of /reland told me once 
/Ihouid not hue long after /faw Richmond. 

Bnc. My Lord. 

King. /,whats a ciocke? 

Bnc. /am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. hVc )!, but whats a ciocke/ 

Bnc. rpon the ftrokc of ten. 

King. Well, let n (hike. 

Bnc. VViiy let it Qrikc/ 

King. Becaufe that likcalackcfhou keepft the ftrokc 
Betwixt thy begging and rhy meditation, 
lam notin the giuing value today. 

Bm-. Why therrrtfbiuefpe whether you will or no/ 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled- me, /am hot in the vaine. Exit, 
Bnc /sit euen fo /rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepe contempt, made / him king for this/ 

Olct methinkcon [ladings, andbfcgojw 
ToBrccnock, whiiemy fearefuil l ead ison. Exit. 

Enter Sir Erancts Tirrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudic deed is done, 

The molt aren-ad of pitteons maifacre, 

That eucr yet this land was guiltieof, 

Dighton ar.d Forreft whom /did lubborne 
To do this ruthfull peece of butchery, 

Although they were fleflit viIlains.bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendcrncftcand kind compaifiou* 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton kie thofc tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling one another 
Within their innocent aLbiafterarmes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

Which in their fonder beautie kift each other 
A bcokeofpraiers on their pillow laic, 

Wh^h once quoth Fo. reft al moll changd my minde, 

Rut O riic diuci J rhere trie viilainc ftopt, 

. WhiJftDigluon thus told on wefmothered 
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The moft replcnilhcd fweet worke of nature, ? 

That from the prime creation eucr lie framde, 

They could not fpeake,and fo / left them borh, 

To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Enter k* n g Richard. 

And here he comes. All hafle my foueraigne liege. 

King Kind Tirrelfam /happie.in thy newes / 
jirjt to bade done the thing you gauc in charge 
Begctyourhappincfte, be happie then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

King. But didiT thou fee them dead? 

Tir. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gcntlcT'irrell? 

Tir. The Chaplaine ofthe Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place /do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell the proceffe of thetr death, 

Mcane time but thinke how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit. Tirrell. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue /pent vp clofe, 

Hisdaughtcr meanly haucl matchtm marriage, 

Thcfonncs ofEdward fleepein Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for 1 know the B> tttainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth rry brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore thecrowne. 

To her I goe a.iolly thrilling wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that thou come ft in fo bluntly/ 
Cat. Bad newes nny Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill h is power encrcafcth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Tnen Buckingham and his rafti leuied army * 

Come, /haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 

•o leaden fetuicor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and Inaile-pac’t beggery, 
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Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

Ioue , Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come mufler mcn,my counfaileis my (hicld, 

Wc muft be briefe, when traytors brauc the field. g Xt 

Enter Quyenc Margaret fola. 

So now profperitie begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines fiilic haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire indu&ion am I witnclTc too, 

And will to France, hoping the conlcguence 
Will proueas bitter, blacke, and tragicall, 

Withdraw thecwterched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the Quecne , and the Dtttckejfe ofTorke. ^ 

gtt. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fwcets, 

If yet your gentle foulcs flie in the aire. 

And be rot fixtin doomc perpetUaJl, 

Houcrabout me with your aierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

g*. Mar. Houcriabout her , fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged nighty 

Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle Iambcs, 
And throw them in the intrailcs ofthe wolfe.- 
When didft thou fleepe,whcn fuch a deed was done ? 

holy Mary, dide, and my fweetfonne. 

Dutch. Blind fight,dead life , poore mortall liuing shod, 
w °es fccanc , worlds fliaine,graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft they vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke witH innocents blood. 

O that thou wouldftas well affoord a graue, 

As thou can ft yeeld a melancholy feate, 

Then would / hide my bones, not reft thcnvherc ; 

O who hath any caufe to mournc but I? 
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-w So many mifcrics haue craz’d roy voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Fdward P]antagcnent,why art thou dead i 

a Mar Ifauncicntforrow be moft icucrent, 

Giucminethe benefit of fignoric, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietic, 

Tell oucr your woesagaine by viewing mine: 
i had an Edward, till a Richard kild him ; 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

But. I had a Richard too, and thoudidft kill him : 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

9. Mar, Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him s 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie Iambcs, and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foulc defacer ofGods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vs to our graucs, 

O vpright.iuft, and true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee,that .this carnall curre 
Praieson the itTiie of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her puc-fcllow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witncllc with me, I haue wept for thee. 

gJMar. Bear with tnc,I am hungry for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead,toquit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote,bccaufeboth they 
Match not the high perfection of my lolTe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead.that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,Vaugham, Gray, 

Vntimcly fmothred in their duskic graucs, 

Richard y et liucs,hcls blacke intelligencer, 

I $ Onely 
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Onely refcrued their fadior to buy foule s, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end. 

Earth gapes, heJi burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conucyedaway. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God I pray, 

That l may liue to lay, the dog is dead. 

J9u. Orhoudidllpropbccie the time would come 
Th«t/lhouId will) for thee to helpe mecurlfe 
Thatbotteld fpidcr,thatfoule hunch-backttoade. 

/cald thee then,vaine flounfii of' my fortune 
I cald thee then poorc fiiadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of, but what /was, 

The flittering index of a dircfull pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother oncly,mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreameofwhich thou wert,a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifh flagge, 

To be the airne of cucry dangerous fhot, 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the feeane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
inhere be thy children,wherein doeft thou ioy ? 
who fues to thce,and cries God fsue the Queene ? 
where be the bending peercs that flattered thee ? 

Adhere be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a rnoftdiftreiled widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaundmg ali.obeycd of none : 

For one f hat fcornd at me, now fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of itiflicc wheel’d about, 

And. left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more ? but thought of what thouart, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 



Now 
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t hy proud neckc, hearts hal ferny burdened yoke, 
which ,cucn here, I flip my weary necke, 
a jjcaue the burthen of it all on thee: 
p "roved Yorkes wife,andjQuecnc of (ad mifchancc, 

Thcfe Engl'lk woes, will make mefmilcin France. 

W O thou well skidd in curfes,tlay awhile, 

Andtcach me how tocurfe mine enemies. 

0 Mar . Forbeare tofkepthenight,3ndfa(ttheday, 
Compare uead happinelle with liuingwoc, 

TivinU that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

A>id he that flew them fowler then he is : 

B string thy lolfe makes the bad caufer work, 
RcuoIuingthis-,willtcach thee how tocurfe. 

G) t . My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

‘cTfria. Tiiy woes wil make them fliarp,& pierce like mine. 
B«r. Why lhouldealamitiebe full of words? Exit. Mar. 
c^t. Wmdieatturnics to your client woes, 

Aierie fuccecdcrs of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haucfcope, though what they do impart 
Hdpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

But. if to, then be not toong t.de,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonnes fmothred : 

1 hcare his druor,bc copious in exciaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummcs 
and I runtcets. 



C, N 



King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dm A {he, that *mgi.thaue intercepted thcc, 

By Wangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the (laughte 9 >wtetoh;that thou haft done. 

gu. Hid’ If thou that forehead with a golden crownc,. 
Where Ihouid be graii<*n,if that right were right. 

The fliughter of the Prince that owdc that crewne. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou vdlaine lL»ue,whetc arc my children? 



But. 
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But. Thou tode,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarece I 
And litle Ned Plantagct,his fonne ? 
gbs. /There is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray > 

King. A flourifli trumpets, (Irike alarum drumtnes, 

Let not the hcauens heart- thefc tcl-tale women 

Haile on the Lords annointed. Strike I fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me fairc, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report of warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

But. Aft thou my fonne? 

King. I, I thankc God, my father and your felfe. 

But. T en patiently hearctny impatience. 

King. Madame I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which catmot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeecb. 

King. And briefe good mother, for lam in hade. 

But. Artthoufohaftielhauc (laid for thee, 

God knowes in angui(h,p<; inc and agonic. 

King. And came I not at lad to comfort you ? 

But. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful!, defpcratc,wiIdcandfuriouss 
Thy agcconfirmd, proud, fubtiI,bIoudie,trechcrous, 

/That comfortable hourecanft thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cal d your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie : 

If it be Co gratious inyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

But. O hcare me fpeake,for [ fliall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuff ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turneaconquer,or T 
Or I with griefc and extreame age fhall pcrifli. 

And ncucr looke vpon thy face againc : 

Therefore take with thee my mod heauic curfc. 

Which 
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Which in the dayofbattdl tire thee more 
rh^nall the cornpleat armour that thou wcarltj 
Jj praiers on the aduerfe partie 6ght, 

Andt here the litle foulespf Edwards chi.dren 
Whifpcrth cf P irlts of thine enemies, 

And promifethem fueccffeand victory, 
p'oudic theu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shameferucsthylife,anddpth thy dt-th attend. Exit. 

L 7-hough far moiecaufc, yet much Idle ipiritto curie 
Abides in n^e, I fay Amen to ail. 

K.iw. Seay Madam, I muft (peakc a vord with £ou. 

a ^.1 haue no morefonnes oftheroyall blood, 

Fortheeto murthcr/or my daughters Richard, 

They (ball be praying Nunncs, not weeping Quce ncs, 

^,id therefore Icueli not to hit their lit e$. 

You hauc a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
f ertuousand fair e,roy all and gratious. 

Cu . An d mud llie die for thisf O let her Iiue? 

A[\dWc corrupt her manners, ftaine her beaurie, 

Slander my felfe , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw oucr her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liue vn (card from bleeding (laughter, 

/will confelTo (he was not Edwards daughter. 

Kina. Wrong not her birth, flic is of royall blood. 

£>. To fauc her life, lie fay (he is not fo. 

KingMct life is only fafeft in her birth. 

? > 4 . And only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good ftars were oppohte. 

No to their liucs bad friends were contrary. 

Kmg. /^Ilvnauoydcdisthedoomeofdcfteny. 

Qu. True, when auoyded grace makes defleny, 

My babes were deft inde to a fairer death, 

lfgracc had blcft thee with a fairer life. : 

Ki. Madam, fothriuc I in my dangerous attempt of Mill e 
An l intend more good to you and yours, unmes, 

Thai cuer you or yours were by me wrongd. 

£tu. What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 
/obedifeouerdthat ean.do me good. 

King, Theaduancement ofyour children mightie Lad; . 

— r, " K 
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Vp to fomc fcsffold, there to loofc their heads, 
t King. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height imperial] tipe of this earths glory. 

Q*.Fiatter ray forrowes with reproof it, 

Teiluie what date, what dignitic, what honor, 

Canlt thou demife to any child of mine ? 

Kmc. Euen ail I hauc,yea and ray fclfc and all. 

Will l withal I endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drownc the fad remembrance of the ft wrongs 
Which thou fuppofed 1 hauc done to thee, 

Se bnefc, left thatthc procelle of thy kindncCfc 
Lad longer telling then thy kindnellc doo. 

K. Then know thatr'rom my loulc I loue thy daughter, 
3j. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foulc. 
Kmc. VV hat do you thinke ? 

That thou doe (l loue my daughter from thy foulc 
Sa from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue /do thankc thee for if, 

/Ting. Be not fo hadie to confound my meaning. 

1 meanc that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And meanc to make her Q-icenc of England. 

Say then, who docli thou meanc Dial! be her king? 
Km?. Euen he that makes her Queene.how Ihould clfe? 
-Qu. What thou? 

King. /,e uen I, what thinke you of it Madame? 

Howcanft thou wooe her? 

King. That I wouldjearneof youj 
As one that were bed acquainted with her humor., 

SI*. And wilt thou learneof me? 

Ktn%. Madam with all my heart. 

£>u, Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A pane of bleeding hearts, thereon ingrauc, 

Edwardjand Yorkc, then happily flie will weepe, 

Therefore prefentto her, as fometime Margaret* 

Did to thy fathers handkcrcheffe deept in Rutlans blood, 
And bid her dric her weeping eyes therewith 
If this Inducement force her not to loue * 

Send her a dory ofthy noble a<5b: 

Tell her thou mad'ft away her vnclc Clarence, - 
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Her vncleRiue«,yca,and for her fake 

vtadefl auickc conuciance with her good Aunt Anne. 

KmX' Come, come, ye mockc me, this is not the way 

To winne your daughter, 

Q«. There is no other way, 

Valcde thou couldft put on fomc other fhape, 

And not, be Richard that hath done all this. 

Kiw. /nferre faire Eogland9 peace by this alliance. 
ni Which (he fliall purctulc with dill lading warre. 

King. Say that the king which may command intreats, 

Oy.That at her hands which the kings kingforbid. 

Kwy. Say (he (lull be a high and mightie Quecne. 
q£. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

K<»*. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 

(V But how long (hall that title euerlad? 

Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liucs end. 

Q«. But how long fairely (lull that title lad? 

K mg. So long as lieauen and nature lengthens it. 
q,,. So long as bell and Richard likes of it. 

King Say I her foueraigneam her fubieiS loue. 

But (lie your fubic&loathsfuch foueraingtie, 

Kim. Be eloquent in my bechalfe to her. 

Qa* An boned tale fpecds be A being plainely told. 

Then in plaine tearmes tell her my louing talc. 

Qn. Elaine and not honed is too harlh a ftile. 

King Madame, your reafons arc too (hallow & too quick, 
Q«. O no, my realons arc too deepeand dead. 

Toodcepe and dead poore infants in their grauc, 

Harpc on it dill (hall I, till heart- firings breakc. 

King. Now by my George, my Garter and my Crownc, 

Qa. Prophand,di(lionord,and the third vforped. 

Ki»e.I fwcarc by nothing. 

Q* By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath lod his holy honour s 
The Garter blennflit ,pawnd his knightly vertuc s 
TheCrowne vfurpt,difgrac*this kingly dignitic, 
Iffomethingthou wiltlweatc to be beleeude, 

Swcarc then by fomething that thou had notwrongd. 
K»«^.Now,by the world. _ 

iw 2 



The Tragedie 

Qg Tis full ofthy foulc wrongs. 

King. My fathersdeath. 

gu. Thy fclfchath that dilhonord. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

Slg- Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why, then by God. 

Qti. Gods wrong is mod of all : 

If thou had ft feard,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnicie the King my brother made, 

H *d nor beene broken, nor my brother fiaine. 

If thou hadh feard to breake an oath by him, 

The emperull mettel circling now thy brow, 

Had gr ait the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 
Which now two tender play-fcllowesfor duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 
King. By the time to come. 

£3. That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wafli 

Hereafter time for time, by thee paft wrongd, 

The children liue,whofe parents thou haft flaughtred, 
Vngoucrnd youth, to way le it with their age. 

The parents liue whofc children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plants to wailc it with their age : 
Swearenot by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifufedjcarc vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. Aslentcndtoprofperand repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Ofhoftilearmes,my felfe my felfe confound, 

Diy yecld me not thy light, nor nightthy reft, 

Be oppofite,all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedingsjifwirh pure hearts loue, 
Immacularcd deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter 
In herconfjfts my happinelleand thine, 

Without her, foil owes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 
i>au Gciolation^ruinc and dccay^ 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

It will not be auoided but by this : 
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therefore good mother (I muftcall youfo) 

Betbcatturney of my loue to her. 

plcade what I will be, not what I haue beene, 

Not by dcfcrts,but what /will deferue : 

Vrge the neceffitie and ftate of times, 

And be not peeuifli fond in great defignes. 

<£». Shall I be tempted oftheDiuell thus/ 

King, 1, if the diuel J tempt tbcc to do good. 
t . Shall 1 forget my feife to be my felfe ? 

King I, ifyour felfes remembrance wrong your felfe. 

Qu. Butthoudidftkill my children. 

‘km But in your daughters wombe,Ucburic them, 

Where in thatneftoffpiccrietherclhall breed, 

Sdfes ofthcmfelucs to your recomfi turc. 
gu. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
tr, u . Igopvritetomevtryfliortly. 

'King. Beare her my true loues kille : farewell. Exit 
Relenting foole,and lhallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foueraigne, on the Wcfternccoaft, 

Rideth a puilTant Nauie.To the fhorc, 

Throng many doubt full hollow-hatted friends, 

Vnarmd, and vnrefolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tisthought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

\ there they hull, expecting but the ayd, 

OfBu Wngham to welcome them a fliore. 

King. Some light- foote friend, poft to the Duke of Nor fF. 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catcsby, where is hc. ? 

Cat. Hcere my Lord. 

Kin. Flic to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 

JPhcn thou come ft there: dull vnmindfull villainc 
why ftandft thou ft ill, and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat. Firft mightic foueraigne, Jet me know your mindc, 
What from your grace I (hall dcliuer him. 

King. O true, good Catesbic, bid him leuie ftraight, 
Thegreatcft ftrengthand power he can make. 

And mcetc meprcfcntly at Salisburie. 

Rat. Whatitisyourhighncsplcafurcl ilia! do at Salisbury 
why what wouldft thou do there before I go i 

K t Rat. 
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Rat, Your HighnelTc told roc I fliould poll before? 

King. My roinde is changd fir,my minde is changd, 

How now,what newes with you? ^ Enter Darby. 

Bar. None good my Lard,toplcafeyou with the hearing 
Nor none (o bad but it may well be told. 

K ing. Hoiday ,a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runnefo many mileahout. 

When thou roayft tell thy talcanecrcr way, 

Once more what newes? 

Bar, Richmond ison thefeas- 
King. There let him finke,and be the Teas on him, 
White liuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Bar. I know not mighty foucraigne but by guelTe. 

K ing. Well fir, as you guelTe, as you guelTe. 

Da. Sturd vp by Dorfer, Buckingham and Elic-, 

He makes for England,there to claimc the crowne. 

King. IsthcChayrcemptie?is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpofTcfl? 

What Hcirc of Yorke is there aliue but we? 

And who is Englands king,but great Yorkcs heire? 

Then tell me what doth he vpon the lea? 

Bar. VnletTefor that my liege, / cannot guelTe. 

King. VnlclTc for that , he come9 to be your liege, 

You can not guc fle, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuou!t,and flic to him /fear, e. 

Bar. No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

K mg. Where is thy power then to beatc him backc? 
Where arc thy tcnants,and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpoh the Wcfternefhore, 

Safe condudingthc rebels from their (hippes. 

Bur. No my good Lord, my friendr are in the North., 

K mg. Cold fnends to Richard, what do they in theNorth? 
When they fhould ferue, their foucraigne in the Weft. 

Bar. Thev hauc not bin commanded mightie foucraigne 
Pieafeic your Maieftie to giue m; leaue, 
lie muftervp my friendsand mcctc your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie fli ill pleafe. 

King. I , I, thou would ft begone to ioinc with Richmond? 
J will nor truftyou Sir. 

Bar. raoft mightie feueraigne, 
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Youhaueno caafetohold my friendlhip doubtful!, 
jnfutrwas nor neucr will be falfc. 

Ktn. Well, go muftcr men : but hcarcyou,lc*uc behindc 
Yourfonne George SranIic,Iookc your faith be flrme: 
Orelft,his heads alfurance isbutfrailc. 

Dar. So dealc with him, as I proue true to you. Exit. Bar, 
Enter a Alejfenger. 

Mef My Gracious foucraigne, now in Deuonlhire, 
Aslbyfriendsam well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

BiOiop of Ex: tcr,his brother there, 

With many mo confidcratcs,arc in armes. 

Enter another Alejfenger. 

Mei My liegedn Kent the Guiliordsare in armes, 

And euery houre more competitors 

Flockc to their aydc,and ftill their power increafeth. 

Enter another Alejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armieofthcDukcof Buckingham. 

He (Irikgth him . 

King. Out on you owles, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

MeJ. Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good, 

My newes is, that by Ridden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difpcrft and i'cattcrcd, 

And he himfrlfc fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercie,! did miftake, 
katcliffe reward him for the blow I gaue him : 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham t 
Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Alejfenger. 

Mef. Sir Thom3s’Louell and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tis faid my Liege arc vp in armes, 

Jet this good comfort bring I toyour Grace, 

The Brittain: Nauic isdifpcrft, Richmond in Dorfhire 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the fhore, 

‘fey were hisaflitlant3yca,orno: 

Vhoanfwcred him they came from Buckingham, 
r is P art ‘ c : miftrufting them, 

Me.and made away for Brittaine. 
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King. March on, march on,fincc we arc vp in arnica, 
If' not to fight with forraignc enemfts, 

Yet to bcate downc thefe rebels hereat home* 

Enter Cate shy. 

Qat. My liege, the Duke ofBuckmghamistakcn, 
Thats the belt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed ar Milford, 

Is colder tydings,yet they mult be told. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall batrell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

F.nte Darbie.Sir Chnflopher. 

Dar. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftieofthis molt bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

Thefearc of that, withholds my prefen t aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Cbrift, At Pembrooke,oratHerford-weft in Wales, 

Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

S. Chrifl. Syr Walter Herbert, a rcnowmedfouldier, 
Syr Gilbct Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pcmbrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe ofnoblc fame and worth, 

A nd towards London they do bend t heir courfe, 

I f by the way they be not fought witball. 

Dar. Returnc vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him,theQueenc hath haitdyconfented 
He (hall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 
fhefe Letters will refcluehim ofmyminde, 

Farewell. Exeunt. 



Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. Will not King RicharJ letmefpeakewithhim? 
Ret. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hjfiings,andEdwardschildrcn,Riuers,Gray, 
Holy King Henry ,and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vangham,and all that haue mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted ,fowlc in in ftic c- 



r >-» 



of Ri chard the'third. 

/fthat your moodic difeontented foiilcs, 
p > through the eloudes behold this prefent hourc 
Eueii for reuenge,mocke my deftrutftion; 

Thij is Allfoules day fellowes,is it not? 

Rat. It i* my Lord. 

Buc. Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomefday: 
Taisis the dav, that in king Edwards time 
1 wifhc might fall on me, when 1 was found 
falfeto hischildrcn,orhis wiuesallies : 
f his is the day wherein / wiflit to fall, 

Bythcfalfc faith of hi.nl truftedmoft : 

Tins, this Allfoules day, to my fearefullfoule, 

Is the determined refpitof my wrongs: 

That high all-feer that /dallied w'tlv, 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

Andgiuenin earncftwhatlbegd in ieaft. 

Thys doech lie force the fowrd of widked men 
To turnc their points on their maifters bofomc: 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 
jrhen he quoth ftitr,lhali fplit thy heart with lorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetdle. 

Come lirs, conuey me to the blocke offhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong .and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowc marines, and my moll: louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannic, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marchton without impediment: 

And here recciue we fronvonr Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

Tue wretched, bloudie, and vfurping bore, 

Thatfpoildyour fonumer field, and fruitfull vines, 

Sa ils your warme blood 1 ike walh.and makes his trough 
fa your inboweld bc>fomcs,this foule fwine 
L'es now cucn in the center of this /le, 

Ncare to the towne of Leyceftcr as wc Iearnc: 
from Tamworth thither, is but-onc daics march, 
fa Gods natne cheare on,couragiotis friends. 



• ^ancthcharueft ofperpetuail peace. 










The Tragedie 

By this one bloudie trial of ftiarpc warre. 

* Lor . Euery mans confidence is a thoufand fwords 
To fight againA that bloudic homicide. 

2 . Lor, I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

$ . Lor. He hath no friends , but who are friends for fearc, 
Which in his grcatcA need will ftirtn^efrom him. 

Rich. AW for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

7ruc hope isfwift,anci flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it nuke Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K Richard, N » ff.Ratcliffe,Cat'esby ,mrb others. 
King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bolworth field, 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad/ 

Cat My heart is ten times lighter then my lookc®. 
X/?r.Norlfb!ke,comc' lnthcr: 

Norffolke,we mu A hauc kneckcs,ha, mu A we not/ 

Nor. We mu A both giucandtake,my gracious Lord, 

King. Vp with my tent there, here will I lye to night, 

But where tomerrow?wc!l *H isonc forthat; 

V/ho hath deferied the number ofthc foe/ 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greatcA number. 

King. Why our battailon trcbcls that account, 

Befidcs, the kings name is a tower of Arength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 

^p with my tenttherCjValiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage ofthc field, 

Call for fomc men of found direftion. 

Lets want no difc'pline,makc no delay, 

For Lords, to mo rrow is a bufie day. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Leras. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden featc. 

And by the bright tracke of his ficric Carre, 

Giuesfigru!! of a goodly day tomorrow.* 

Where isXir PViWuxn Brandon, he (hall bearc my Aanderd, 

T he Earle of Pembrooke keepe hisaegimcnt, 

Good captaine Blunt, bcare my good night to him. 

And bythefecond houre in the morning, 

Delire the Eat ie to fee mein my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good tflnnt before thou goeft*. 

Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,doe A thou know ? 

Blunts Xttlcsl hauc miAany h is m i> 



Richard the third. 

Which well f am allur'd I hauc not done 
His regiment lict halfe a mile at lea A, 

South from the tnightie power of the king. 

Rich. Ifwithout perill it be pcflibJe, 

Good captaine Blunt bearc my good nightto him, 

Andgiue him from me, this mo A needful ferowie. 

Blunt. Xpon my 1 ife my Lord, lie vndertakc it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt, 

Giuemeforac Inkc and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle ofour batteil, 

Limitcach leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iu A proportion our fmall Arength : 

Come, let vs confultvpon tomorrowes bufinclfe, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter K. RichardyNorjf.Ratcltjfe^ateshj 
King. What is a clocke/ 

Cat. It is fix of the clockc,fall fupper time, 

King. [ will not fup to night, giue me fomc 7hkc& paper, 
What, is my beucrcafier then it was ! 

And all m\ armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things arc in rcadinefTc, 

King Good Norffolkc, hie thee to thy’chargc, 

Ffecarefull watch, chufe tru Aic Ccntinel). 

Nor.\ goemyLord. 

King. Stur with the Lar£e to morrow gentle Norffol^e. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

JG«f.Catcsbic. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfcuantatarmes 
To Stanelys regiment, bid’him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing,lea A hisTonnc George fall 
Into the blinde caue of cternall night, 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Loo^e char my fiaucs be found and net too hcauy RatlifFc. 

Rat. My Lord. . 

King. Saweii thou the melancholy L. Northumberland J 
Rat. rhotuasfhc Earle of Surrey atadhimfelfe, 

Much about Coc^fhut time, from troupe to troupe 

L t Went 






TfceTrag^dic 

Went through the arm ic cheating vp the fouldiers. 

King. So/ am fatisficd,giuemea bowleof wine, 

I hauc not that alacritie of tpirit, 

Nor chcareofmindc that 1 was wont to haue: 

Set it downe, Is Inke and paper readic ? 

Rat. ft is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard wafchjeaue me, 

RatclirFc about the mid ot night come to my tent 
And heipe to arme me : leSite me /fay. Exit Rat/iff? 

Ent er Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Dar. Fortune and victone (iron thy hrtme. 

R^cb. All comfort that the darke night can atFoord 
Be to thy pet (on, noble holier in lawe, 

Tell me how fares curnobie mother? 

Dar. I by atturncy bleffr thee from thy mother, 
Wtiopraies continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that. the fiient heures ftealeon, 

And flakiedarknclfc brcafces within the Eaft, 

In bricfe,for fo the feafoii bids vs be: 

Prepare thy l-uttcll early in the morning, 

And put rhy fortune tothearbritrement 
Ofbioudieftrokcs and mortal! flaring warre, 

I as / may ,that which I would /cannot, 
fnth belt aduantage will decciucrhc time. 

And aide thee in this douBtfulI iliocke of armest 

But on thy fide Inuy not be too forward. 

Left being fccnc,thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. - 

Farewell, the leifure and the fcarefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of Ibuc? 

And ample enterchangc of fwcet difeourfe, 

Which fo long fundcred friends iliould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeedwcell, 

Rtcb. Good Lords conduct him to his regiment ; 

Ik flriue with troubled thoughts to takes nap, ' 

Left leaden (lumber pcifc me downe to morrow. 

When /(liould mount with wings ofviiffory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Extent. 
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of Richard the third. 1 

Look? on my forces with a gracious eye: 
put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrat% 

That they may crufii downe with a hcauic fall, 

The vfurpmg helmet ©four aduerfarics, 

Makevsthy miuifters of chaflifcnienr, 

Thacwe*n .y prailethecin thy vidorie, 

To thee ( do commend my watchful! foulc, 

Ecrc (let fall the windowes of mine eves, 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me (fill. 

Enter the ghofi of prince E A. feme to Henry the fuxt. 

Ghofl to K-Rt • Let me (it hcauie cn rhy foulc to morrow, 
Thinkc how thou rtubft me in my prime of youth, 
AiTeukcsbury : difpaire cbcrcfcrcand die. 

j 0 Rich. Be chcercfuli Richmond, for the wronged foulea 
Ofbutchrcd Princes fight in rhy bchalfc. 

King Henries illbc Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghojt of Hr nry the fixt. 

Gho.to K- R*. JThcn 1 was morta!l,myannointedbody, 

By thcewas punched full of holes, 

Thinkc n the Tower, and me : difpaire and die. 

Hattie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich ■ Vcrtufrus and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harnc that prophefied thou (houldcft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepediueand flourilh. 

Enter the G h fi of Clarence. 

Ghofl. Let me fit hcauie on thv foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death : 

To morrow in thebatteli thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgclcfle fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rteh, Thou offfpring of the houfe of Lancaster, 

The wronged heires ofYorkc do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thv battell,liueand flourilh. 

Enter the Ghofl of Ritters, Gray, Vaughan. 

Ritt Let me fit hcauie on thy foulc to morrow, 
Riucrsrhatdied ar Pomfrct,difpaireanddie. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foulc difpaire. 
faugh. Thinkc vpon Vaugham, and with guiltiefcarc 
fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 





, The Tr agedie 

All to Rich. Awake and thinkeour wrongs in Ri. bofotnc 
Will conquer him, awake and win the da y. 

Enter the Ghofiof L Hafltngs. 

Gho. Bloody and gui!tic,gu:itiiy awake, 

And in a bioody battcli end thy dayes. 

Thinkeon Lord Mailings, difpaire and die. ^ 

To Rt. Qucr vntroublcd foule, awake, awake, 

Armc, fight and conquer for fairc Englands fake. 

Enter the G hefts of the twoyong Princes. 

Gho. to K.R. Dreame on thy coufing fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to ruine, ihame and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

ToR*. Sleepe Richmond fiecpe,in peace, and wakeinioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappiclcnnesdo bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the G'hofi of Queene Anne his wife, 

Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neuerflepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations. 

Tomorrow in the battaile thinkc on me, 

And fall thy edgcleflcfword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quicr fleepe, 
Dreame offuccelfcand happy vitftorie. 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft wa s I that helpt thee to the Crownc, 

The la ft was I that felt thy ty rannie, 

0,in the hatteli thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guilrinelle; 

Dr -aincon,dreamcon,of bloody deeds ana death. 

Fainting difpairc,difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I uyed for hope ere I could lend thecaid, 
Butchearechy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height ofall his pride; 

K.R tchardflarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue meanothcr horfe,bind vpmy wounds s 
Haue mcrcic Ie(u : fordid but dreame. 




of Richard the third . 1 

0 coward confcience,how doefl thou afflift me ? 

The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefuJI drops Hands oq n»y trem bling flclh, 
What do I fcare my felfc ? thcrcs none clfc by, 

Richard ioucs Richard, that is,Iam I : 

Is there a murthcrer here ? no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my fclfe ? great realbn why, 
jLefll rcuenge.What my fclfe vpon my fclfe? 

Alacke I loue my felfe,whcrfore ? for any good 
That I my fclfe haue done vnto my fclfe ? 

0 no talas l rather hate my fclfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my fclfe : 

1 am a villaine,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy felfc fpeake wcll/oole do not flatter, 
Myconfciencc hath a thoufand fcueraJI tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a fcuerall tale, 

And euery talc condcmncsmcforavillaiue t 
Pcriurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther,fterne murthcr,in the dy re ft degree, 
AllfeiKrallfinnes,all vfdc in each degree, 

Throngall to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 
Iftulidifpairc,chcrc is nocreature Ioucs me. 

And iff die, no foulefhall pittic me: 

And wherefore fliould they? fince that I my fclfe, 

Findein my felfc, no pittic to my fclfe. 

Mcthoughtthe foules ofall that/murthred 
Cameall to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomortoives vengeance on the head of Richard* 

Enter Rat cliff e.. 

Rot. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

R«t Ratcliftt,my Lord,tis / :thc early village cockc. 
Hath twife done fa 1 u at ion to the merne, 

Your friendsare vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O RatchfiPc,! haue dreamd a fearefull dreame, 
What thin kft the u,w ill our friends pr<_ ue all true ? 

Rot, N i d»,ubf mv Lord. 

King. OR ucliffc,lfeare,l fearc. 

Rot. Nay good my Lort!,be not afraid of IliadowCS.- 
"wflintr Rn the /vpyftle Paulflhadowes to night 




The Tragedic 

Hauc ftrooke more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can the fubftancc of ten thoufand louldiers 
Armed in proofc,and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis notyct neare day, come goe with me, 

Vndcr our Tents lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

To hcarc if any mcanc to fiirinkc from me. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mercy Lords, and watchful! Gentlemen, 

That you haue tariiea tardie fluggard here. 

Lor. How hauc you flrpt my Lord? 

Rich. Thefweetcft fleepe,and faired boding dreames, 
Thateuerentrcdinadrowfie head, 

Haue I finct your .■departure had iny Lords. 

Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard raurthcrcd, j 
Came to my tenr, and cried on vi&orie : 

I promife you tny foule is very iocund, 

In the remembrance offofaire a dreame. 

Howfarre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor. Vponthe flrokeof foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time toarme,andgiuedire&ion. 

More then I haue faiddouing countrymen, (His Qmmtt 
The leifjre and inforccment of tbeticne, (his fouldurs. 

Forbids to dwell vpon.yct rememberthfs, 

God, and our good caulc, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers ofholy Saints and wronged foules, 

Like high rcard bulwarkcs.ftand before our faces, 

Richard except,thofe whom we fight again if, 

Had rather haue vs winnc,then him they follow ; 

For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in blouJ eft abliflied : 

One that made tneanes to come by what he hath, 

And flaughtered tbofethar were the ineancsto ! clpe hint! 

A bafe foule ftone,madc precious by the foils 
OfEnglandschaire,wherche is filflyfct, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemie : 

Then if you fight again ft Gods enemie, 

Go'd will in iti fl ice ward youas his fouldiers: 

Ifyoudofweare to put a ty raimkiwuc— muf 



of Richard the third; 

fou [Terpe in peace, the tyrant being flaine, 

J ( v0 u do fight again if your countries foes, 

YoJt cou tnesfatjftrall pay your paincs the hire. 

1 you do fight in fafegar J ofy our wuies, 
four wines ihall welcome home the conquerors.- 
ifyou do frceyo^r childrcn from the fword, 
yuiir childrens children qu rs it in your age: 

Then in the name of God and all their rights, 

Aduartfcyour ftandards,draw your willing fword* 
for me-the ranfbme of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths eold face* 

But if I thriue,thcgainc ofmy attempt, 

The lcaffofyouflull lhare his part. thereof, 

Sounddrums and trumpets boldly >arid cheerfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond,and vidorie. 

• Enter K tug %ichard> Rat. drc. 
fane. Jf’hatfaid Northumberland as touching Richmond* 
fatirhat he was neucr trained vp in armes.. ^ 

KrW.Hc find the truth, and what faid Surrey tnem 
Rat. He fmiledandfaid,thc better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right , and fo indeed it is : 

Tell thcclocke there. The clock* flnketk, 

Giue me a ATalcndre,* ho law the Sunnc to day i 
Rat. Not /my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to lhine,for by the bookc 
He iliould haue brau'd the Ealf an hourc agoe, 

Ablackc day will if be to fome bodic Rat. 

Rat. My. Lord. 

r Ring The Sunnc will not be lecne to day, 

The skie doth frowne and lowrc vpon our armie, 
l would thefe dcawie tearcs were from the ground. 

Net Ihine to day : w hy, what is that to rt.e 

More then to R chmond? f or the fclfc fame heauen 

That frowncscn me lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Notfio.ke- _ . 

Nvr. ^rmr,arme,rri v Lord, the foe vaunts in the fiera. 

King Comc,fu(l'e,bu!l!e>caparifon my horfe, 

Call vp Lord S auly.biu him bringhis power, 

Ml lead forth my fouldiers to rhe pleaine, 

M And 




Tne Tragodie 

And thus my battcll (hall be ordered* „ 

My foreward fhall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally ofhorfe and foote. 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the midd, 

/ohn Duke of NoriFoi ke, Thomas Eat 1c of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading cf the foote and horfc, 

They thus dircded, we will follow 

In the maine battell,whcfe puitlancc on either fide 

Shall be well winged with ourchiefed horfe; 

This, and Saint George to bootc,what thinked thou Nor. 

Nor. A good diredion warlike foucraigne, Hefheweth 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. him apaper. 

Iockcj of Not ffolkc be netjo bold. 

For Dickon thy maifter is bought and fold. 

K ing. A thing deuifcd by the cnemic, 

Goe Gentelcmcncuery man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdcas fird to^eepc the flrong in awe, 

Our drqng armes be our confciencc,fivords our Iawc 
March on,ioyne braucly,ltt vs>tooit pell mcJ!,, 

Ifnot to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to Hell, •• Hit Oration to 
What fliall I fay more then 1 haue inferdj his Armie. 
Remember whom you are to cope withal!? 

A fort of vagabonds , ra fools and runawaies, 

-A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their orccloyed country vomits forth 
To defperareaduenrures &affur’d dcdru&ion. 

You deeping fife, they bring you to vnred: 

You hailing lands, &.blcft with beauteous.wiucs, 

They would redraine the one,didainefhe other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Bnttaine at our mothers cod, 

A milkefopt,onc thatneuerin his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fiiooes in fnow : 

Lets whip thefe draglersore the fcasagaine, 

La fit hence rhdeouenveening rags of France, 

The'efamilht beggers weary oftheir liues, 

Who but for dreaming ou this fond exployt, 

For want of means poorc rats had hongd thcmfclues 
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Ifwe be conquercd,!ct men conquere vs, 

And not thefe badard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heiresof lhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lye with our wiues ! 

Rauifli ourdaughtcrsjharkc I heare their drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeotnen, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the head. 

Spur your proud horfeshard,andridein bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken daues, 
jphatfaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Mef. My Lord, he doth denie tpcome. 

King . Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. MyLordjthcencmie ispadthc marfh, 

After the battaile,let George Scanlcy die. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofbrne, 
Aduancc our dandards,fet vpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fplecnc of fierie Dragons, 
Vponthem,vidoric fits on cur helpes. 

Alarum, exeurfions, Enter Catesbie. 

Cot. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke, redrew, refeew 
The King enafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an eppofite tocuery danger. 

His horfc is flainc,and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Redrew faire Lord, or elfe the day is led. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfe, a horfc, my kingdeme for a horfc. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord,ile belpeyou to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a cad 
Andl will dand the hazard ofthedye, 
hhinketherc be fixeRichmonds in the field, 

Fiuc haue I fliine to day, in dead of him. 

Ahorfe,a horfe, my kingdome fora horfc. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond,! hey fight .Richard if flaine, 
then retrait btmgfounded. Enter Richmond, DarlA bearing the 
CYvmej&tth other Lords 0 



God and your armes be praifed victorious friends, 

" c day is ours, the bloudicdog is dead. 

C«^Couragious Richmond, wcl had thou acquit thcc, 



Xoti. 



A. 

i' 

* 




The Tragedie 

loc here this long vfurpcd royalties 
From the dead temples ofthis bioodiewretch, 

Haue I pluckt offto grace thy browes withal!, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 

But tell me,isyoongGeorgc Stanley huing ? 

Dar. He is my Lord, and fafe in Letter Towne^ 
thither if it pleafe you’re may now withdraw vs. 

Rich. What men of name arc flainc on either fidef 
lahn Dhkgof XorfoikeW ater Lord firris,fir Rob-rV 
Rroke»burj. <J- fir fVtlham Branfon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become rheir births, 
Proclaimc a pardon to the fouldiers fled , 

That in fubmiffion will i ttu: nc to vs, 

And then as we hauctanc the Sacramci.N 
iVc will vnitethe white tufc and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniumttion, 

That long haue frownd vpon their cnmitic, 
Whattraitor hearcs me, and fa yes not Amen t 
England hath long bene madde,and fcard her fclfcy 
The brothcr blindly lhcd the brother sbioud. 

The father rafhly flaugbtered his ownc fonne, 

The fonne compe!d,btnc butcher to the fire, 

All thisdiuided Yorkc and Lancatter, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let.Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fuceecdcrs of each royall hctife, 

By Gods fafre ordinance conioynetogecher, * 

And let thy heires (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmoorh-fafte peace, 
tTith fmiling plentie,and faire profperctrs dayes. 
Abate the edge oftraitors,gracidu\Lord, 

That would reduce thefcblouJiedaie agninc, 

And make poorc England weepe in ttreamesofblouo. 
Let them not hue totattc this lands encreafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands pcice. 

Now ctuill v ou ids arc ftoptjpcace hues againr, 

That fhe'ma/l’ong line hcarc, God fay Amei>. 
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Enter Richard DakfofGlodJler > [o\us» 

<i£ • 

N Ow is the winter of, difeontent, 

Made glorious foinmcr hy thisfonne ofYorkc: 
And all the cloudes that lowrd vpon ourhoufc, 

(n the deepe boforoc of the Ocean buried. 

Mow arc our browes bound with vidorious wreathes. 
Our brufed armes hung rp for monuments,' 

Our tternc alarums changd to merric meetings, 
Ourdrcadfull marches to delightful! plcafurcs. 
Crinwifegdc warre,hath fmoothde his wri’nljlcd front, 
And now in ttcad of mounting barbed ttecds. 

To fright the foules of fearcfull aduerlarics 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious plcattng of a loue. 

But I that am not (bifpt for fportiue trices. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glaife, 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loues maieftic 
To ttrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I thatam curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dilTembling nature, 

Dcformd, vnfinilht, fent before my time 
• Into this breathing world halfcmadevp, 

And thatfo lamely and vnfafh ionable, 

That dogs barke at me as /halt by them: 

^hy / in this weaken' ping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paile away the time, 

Vnleile to fpic my lhadow in the Sunne, 

Anddefcanton mine ownc deform itic: 

And therefore fincc /cannot prouc alouer 
To entertaine thefc faire well fpo^en dates, 

1 am determined to proue a villainc. 

And hate th? idle plcafurcs ofthefc daics . 

Plots haue l laid , induction* dangerous, 

A i 
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The Tragedie 

By drunken propbefics,libelsand drcameS, 

To fet my brother Clarenceand the £jng, 

In deadly hate theone again!! the other, 

Auditing Edward be as true and iuft 

As I am fubtilc,falfcand trccherous: 

jNhis day fliould Clarence clofcly be mcivdvp, 

About al^t/hcfiewhielifaies that G. ' 

Of Edwards neires the murthcrer ftiall bee. 

P:ue thoughts downc to my foufi?, Er.ter Clarsy.ce nitk 

Here Clarence comes, a guard of men. 

Brother, good dayes, what means tin's armed guard 
T hat waites vpon your grace ? 

Clu His maieftie rendering my perfons fafetiehsch ap. 
This cor.duftto cor.itey me to the Tower. (pointed 

Glo. V pon what caufe t 
Cla . Bccaofe my«name is George. 

Glo. //lack my Lord,that fault is none of yours, 

He fliould for that commit your gof d fathers.* 

_ Q belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
- Thatyou (liall be new chriftnedin the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know i 
Cla . Yea Richard when Iknow ,for/protcft 
As yet / do not, but as / can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the erotic- rowe pluckes the letter G i 
And laics a wizard told him that by G, 

His illuc disinherited fhould be, 

s 4 nd for my name of George begins with G, 

It followcs in his thought that t arn he, 

Thefeas /learne, and fuch liketoyesasfhele, 

Haue moued hisdiighnelle to commit me now 
Glo.fvhy this it is when men arc rulde by women, 

Tis notthe £ing thatfendsyou to the Tovycr, 

My Lady Gray bis wife, Clarence tis lhee 
That tempts hiin^tothis cxttftnitic : 

Was it not ftjeand that good man ofworihip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, 

T'hat made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower? • 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered f 
?Pcarc not fafe Clarence, w£ arc not fafe. 

*• U i/i . 



of Richard the third 

CU- By heauen /thinkc there is no maiileeurdc 
Butthc Qucenes kindred, and night-walkxg Heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Miftreifc Sboare; * 

Heard yc not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Ha flings was to her for his deJiucrie/ 

Glo. Humble complaining to her dcitic, 

Gotmy Lord CliamberJaine his libertie. 

He tell you what, Irhinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe infauour with the King, 

Tobc hermcn,and wcareherliuery, 

The jealous orewerne widow and her fe/fe. 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Aremightiegoflips in this monarchy. 

Brt. 1 befecch your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieflie hath flraightly giuen in charge, 

That no man (hall hauepriuatc conference, 

. Ofwhat degree foeucr with his brother. 

Glo. Euen io & plcafe your worfliip Brokenhury, 

You may partake ofany thing we fay : 

We fpea^e no treafon man, we fay the king 
Is wife and vcrtuous;,and his noble Quecne - 
Well ftroo^e in yearcs, faire, and not jealous, 

Wefay that Shores wifehath a pretie foote, 

Acherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongues 
dnd that the* Quecnes kindred are made gentle folkess 
Howfayyou fir, can you deny all this ?'■ 

Bn. With this ( my Lord) my fclfe hsuc naught to do 
^..Naught to do with Miflreile Shore. I tell thcc fellow, 
Hetltatdoth naught with her, excepting one, ' 

Wcrcbcft Ije do it Icerctly alone. 

Bro, Whit one my Lord ? 

6/0. Her husband |nauc, would ft thou betray me > 

CJ^cknow thy charge Brokcnbury,and will obey. 

Andwhatfocucryou will imploy rrc in, 
call King Ed wards widow lifter, 

' /will 
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I will performe it to h ifrapc Ivife you, 

Mcane ti me this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 

* T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla.l knowirpleafeth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Weil, your imprifonment (hall nor be loog. 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meanetimehaue patience. 

Cla. I mull prclorcc, farewell. Exit. Cl*. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (halt ncre rcturne, 
Simple plainc Clarence, I do Joue thee fo, 

That I will fliortly fend thy fouleto heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at cur hands: 

But who comes here, the new deliuered Haftings ? 

EnUr Lord Hafiiagf. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberiainc; 
Well arc you welcomcto this open aire, 

How hath your Lordlhip brookt imprifonment ? 

Hall. With paticncaf noble Lord ) as prlfoncrs muff: 
But I (hall hue my Lord togiue them thankes. 

That were the caufc of my imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt,and fo lliall Clarence too 
For tbay that were yoor enemies arc his, 

And haueprcuaildas much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittic thgt the Eagle (liquid be mewed, 
While writes and Buzars prey at libcrtic. 

Glo. What newes abroad ? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is (ickly,weakeand melancholy. 

And his Phifitians fcarehim mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euii diet long, 

And oucrmuchconfumed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grccueas to bethought vpon, 

What, is he in his bed / 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Gpc you before, and I will follow you, Exit. 

He cannot Hue I hope, and mud not die 
Till George be packr with poft horfe vp to heauen, 
lie into vrge his hatred more ,tp Clarence, 

’*• * " . ' 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate hhnqaidec, ! 

js thou doeft fwaliowc vpthisgood kings blood, 
f^hich his. Hcl-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules ofcharitic, 

Which renders good for bad,bIeffingsforcurfes, 

La- /bilan nc, thou £nowft no law of God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fbmc touch of pittic. 

Glo. But I k no w none, and therefore am no bead. 

La.O h wondcrfull when dcuilstell the truth.' 

Glo. More wonderful! when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafedruine perfection ofa woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me Jeaue, 

By circumllancc but to acquitc my felfe. 

La. Touchfafc defufed infedion of a man. 

For thefe knownc cuils, burto giue meleaue, 

By circum dance to curie thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient Icifure to cxcufe my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart can thinkethce,thoucanfl make 
Noexcufe currant,but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difparc I (hould accufe my felfe. 

La. An& by drfparing (houldd thou (land excufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

- Which didedv nworthy daughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that l flew them not. 

La, V/hy then they arc not dead: 

Butdead they arc, anddiuelifii flaueby thee. 

Glo \ did not^ill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead andflainc by Edwards hand. 

Lt. In thy foule throat thou lycfl. Qucene Margrct faw 
Th\ bloodly faulchionfmckingin his blood, 

The which ihouoncediddbcndagaind her bred, 

But that thy brother beat afldc the poynr. 

Glo.l was prouo.^’d by her (lander ous tongue 
W *>’ch laid theirguiit vpon my guiltlclTe flicu'derjt, 

L i. Thou wad preun^ed by tby bloodic minde, 

Which neuci dreamt or ought:but butchery cs. 

Didftthou not kill this king? Glo. Igrantyee. 

B 
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La. Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentlc,mildc,and vertuous. 

gio. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heaucn,wherc thou fhaltncuer come. 

Gig. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfitfor any place but hell. 

Glo . Yes one place clfe,ifye will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou Iicft. 

Gig. So will tt Madame, till /lie withyou. 

X<«./hopefo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lsdie Anne, 

To Icauc this kind tneounter of our wits:, 

And falliomewhat into a flower methode: 

Is not the caufcr ofthe time-lelFc deaths 
OfthefcPlantagcnets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful! as the executioner? 

La. Thou art the caulc.and mo ft accurft effeft, 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufc of that effcdl. 

Tour beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertakc the death of all the world, 

So /might reft that houre in your fweet bofome. 

Lu If I thought that, /tell thee homicide, 

Thefc nailcs lliould rend that beautiefrom my cheekes. 

G'/a.Thefeciescouldneuer endure fweet beauties wrack, ; 
You liquid not blcraifti them if 1 flood by : 

As all the world is cheared by theSunne, 

So / by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Biac^nightouei (hide thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would / were to be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel! mod vnnaturall, 

To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuftand reafonabie, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

I>.id it to hclpe thee toa better husband. 



of Richard the third. 

(7/0, This is the fruiteofrawnes : roarktyounot 
How that theguiltiekindredof the Queene, 

Loo-^f pale when they did heare ofClarcnce. death. 

Oh, they did vrgeit ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. Butcomelefsm 

To coinfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor ke r:t<h Clarence children. 

„ Boy. Tel! me good Granam, is our father dead ? 

D«t. No boy. (breaft? 

„ Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
Jndcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne? 

Girle. Whydoyoulookeonvsandfhakeyour head l 
. And call vs wretches , Orphanes,cafta wayes, 

If that our noble father be aliuc? 

. Dut. Myprettic Cofcns, you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the ficknelTc of the King : 

As loth to loofe him, not your fathers death.* 

. Itwcre loft labour to wcepe for one that’s loft. 

. Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V ncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuengeit, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effedh 
1 Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

Ton cannot gelle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can.- for my goodTncIcGloccfter 
* Told me, the ATing prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

Andhugdmein hisarmc,and£jndly£iftmycheeke, 

- And bad me relic on him ss on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his childej 

v Dut. Oh that deceit fliould fteale fuch gentle Ihapcs, 

- And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 
he is my fonne,yca and therein my (hame: 

Tctfrom my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

%.Thinfjcyoumy T'hcle did dillcmble, Granam? 

Dut. I Boy. 

%. 1 cannot chinkc it,harke, what noife is this ! 
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Enter the ueene. 

Who Hull hinder me to vvaile and wcepe. 

To chide my fortune, and torment my fclfc ? 
lie ioync with blacke difpairc again ft my fclfc. 

And to my felf'e become an enemie. 

Dut. What meanes this fccane ofrude impatience? 
£l-r. To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

- Edward, my Lord, your fonne our king is dead. 

^ Why grow the branches, now the rootc is withred? 

_ Why w ither not t he lcaues,the fap being gone? 

If you will line, lament ; if die? be bnefe r 
That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubieds , follow him 
To his new £ingdome of perpetuall reft. 

Dut. Ah (o much intcreft hauc I in thy forrew, 

A* / had title in thy noble hushand:. 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in pceces by malignant death, 

And / for comfort hauc but one falfc glalle, 
wTiich grecues me when I fee my.lbamc in him* 
Thau art a widow., yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort ofthy children lefttheet 

- But ^eath hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes,., 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 

Then, being but moitieofmy griefe. 

To cuergo thy plaints and drownc the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for ourfathersdeath, . 
How can weaideyou with our, kindreds teares? 

Gtrl. Our fatherldle diftrclTc was left vnmoand, 
Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Giue me no helpc in lamenration,. 

- 3 am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That i being gouernd by thewatry moane,. 

May (end forth plenteous tearcs to drownc thcworld: 

- Oh for- my feusjbaodifor my.hcixe Lo. Edward, 
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/ s loth to bearc me to the (laughter- houfe. * 

Oh, now I want the Prieft thatfpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, " ^ 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

Ifow they at Pomfret bloodily were burchcrd, 

And 1 my (clfe fecure in graceand fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie curfe 
1 j lighted on poore Riflings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would brat dinner: 
Makeafbort lliriff,hc longs to fee your head. 

fjjff. O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which wc more huncfor,then for the. grace of heauen : 
mho builds his Slopes in airc of your fairc iookes, 

Lines like a drunken Sayler on a maft, 

Ready with eucry nod to tumble downe 
Into thefat3ll bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leade me to the b!ocke,beare him my head, 

They fmiie at me, that Miortly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofier and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come colcn,canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murthcr thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and ftopagainc, 

Asifthou wertdiftraughtandmad with terror. 

Btic. Tut feare not me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and pric on euery fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaft!y Iookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd (miles, 

And both arc readie in their offices 
Togracemy ftratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let mealonetoentcrtaine him. LordMaioft 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon we haue fen t for you. 

Glo , Catesby ouerlookc the walks. 

Buc. Harke,Ihearcadrumme. 

GU, Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buc. God and our innoccncie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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Enter Catesby with Haflings head. 

Cat. Hcrcis the head offhat ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpetded Hadings. 

Glo. So dearc 1 lou’d the man, that l mud weepe.* 

/ tookc him for the plained harmeleirc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Ghridian; 

Looke ye my Lord Major : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulerecorded 
The Hidoricofall herfecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with (hew of vertue, 

That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

I meane his conucrfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufpetd. ( traitor 

Buck. Well, well, he was the couertd flieltrcd 
That cuer liu’d ,would you haue imagined, 

Or almod beleeue, wert not by great preferuation 
We huctotell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counlcll hou(e. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccder. 

Mayor. What , had he fo? 

Glo. What thinkc ye we are Turks or Infidels, 

Or that we would again d the courfe of Law, 

Proceed thus raflily to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of England , and our pcifons fafetje 
Inford vs to this execution? 

Ma. No w fibre befall you, he deferued his death, 

And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warnc falfc traitors from the like attempts ; 

I neucr lookt for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore. 

* Clo.Xet. had not we determined he fhoulddic, 

VnxiW your Lordlhip came ro fee his death, 

Which now the longing hade ofthefc our friends 
Somewhat againd our meaning haucpcrucntcd, 

Becaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
T he traitor fpeake , and timeroufly confedc 
The manner, and the purpofc of his treafon. 

That you minght well hauefignificd the fame 

fa to 
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7 ‘heT> rumptts found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Catesby,mtb other Nobles. £ 

King. Stand all apart. CofcnofBuckingham, 

Qiue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy affi dance is King Richard fcated : 

But (hall we wearc thefc honours for a day 2 
Orlhall they lad, and we reioyce in them i 
Buc. Still liue they, and for euer may they lad. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do playthc touch,, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

. yong Edward hues: thinkc now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say onmygratiousfoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, Ifay I would be King. ; j3 f 
Buc. Why fo you arc my thriccrcnewmed lieges or! 

King. Ha : am I King $ ris fo,but Edward line*. 

Buc. Truenoblc Prince. 

King. O bitter confequence, . . 

That Edward dill Ihould liue true noble Prineei 
Cofen, thou wert not woptfobefo dull: . 

Shall I bcp!aine?Iwiflithcbadardsdcad, ; r; 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. Hi! 

Whatfaid thou i fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your plcafq®c.,o1iv; ’<■ 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all y ce,tby k ind nc fife freezer h; . 7 
Say, haue I thy confent that they lliall die ? 

Buc. Giuc mefome breath, fbme litle paufc my Lord, 

■ Bcforel pofitiuely fpeake herein: ... 

hill refolue your Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lipj 
King. I will conuerfe with iron wilted foolcs, 

And vnrclpc&iuc boyqs,nonc are for me 
That looke into me with confideratecycs: 

%,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpcft. 

Boy. ford., 

Ktngi Know d thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would i 
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Would tcmptvntoa clofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble mcancs match not his haughtic minic, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goe call him hither prefcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more flwll be the neighbour to my counfcll, 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for brea th ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I hcarc the Marque (Tc Dorfet 
Is fled toRichmondjin thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lotd. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickc and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out fome meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foolifh,and£ fearc not him : 

Lookc how thou dreamft : I fay againc,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for itftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mull be married to tny brothers daughter, 

Orslfc my kingdonsc (lands on brittle glalTe, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertainc way ofgaine,but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Tcare falling pittie dwcls not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrell? . 

Tir. lames Tirrel,and your mod obedient fubicct. 
King. Art thou indeed? 
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Mowthy proud necke, hearts halfemy burthenedyoke. 

From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke, 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wife,and[Quecnc of fad mifchancc, 

•phefe Englifh woes, will make me fmilc in France. 

tL O thou well skild in curfes,llay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

<9. Mar. Forbeare to deep rhe night, and fall the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bcttring thy lode makes the bad caufer tvorfe, 
ReuolumgthiSjwill teach thee how to cur fc. 

9u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

£L.Ma. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine. 

Dut. Why ftiould calamitie be full of words? Exit . Mar. 

gu. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 

Aicrie fiiccceders o f i nteftate ioyes, • 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them hauefcope, though what they do impart 
Hdpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

D«t.lffo,then benottoong tide.goe with roe, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned (onne, which thy twofonnesfmothred t 
Iheare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummoi 
andTrumpets. 

Kin Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dut. A (he, that mjghthauc intercepted thee, 

By tlrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu. Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Where (hould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdethat crowne. 

And the dire death of my two ionnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou villainc flaue, where arc my children? 
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Dut Thou t ode, thou rodc,w here is thy brother Clatece l 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his fonne J 
fig. JThereiskind Haffings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, j 

King. A flourifh trumpcts.ftrike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens hcare thefe teJ-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I fay. Thetrumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report of warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my fonne ? 

King. I, IthankeSod,my father and your felfe. 

Dut. T cn patiently heare tny impatience. 

King. Madame I hauea touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

Dut. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good mother, for lam inhafte. 

Dut. Art thoufo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,p if ic and agonie. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dut. No by the holyroode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth,to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie. 

Thy fchoolc-daiesfrightfulhdefpcrate^vildeand furious : 
Thy age confirmd, proud, lubtil,bloudic,trecherou3, 

JFhat comfortable houre canft thou name, 

That eucr grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie : 
Ifitbefogratiousinyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dut. O heare me fpeake,for I ihall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

Dut. Either tbou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with gricfcandcxtreameagefhall pcrifii, 

And neucr lookc vpon thy face againc : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauic curfe, 
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Which in the day of battell tire thee more 

Then all the complcat armour that thou wcarft, r 

My praiers on the aduerfe partie fight, O 

And there the litle foules of Edwards children 

Whifpcr the fpirirs of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucccficand vidtery, 
j'oudic thou art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

ffg. Though far more caufe,yct much Ictlc fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muff fpeake a word with you. 
u. I haue no morefonnes of the royal 1 blood, 

For thee to murther,fer my daughters Richard, 

They lliall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

/id therefore leuell not to hit their lii es. 

King, You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
fertuousand faire,royalland gratious. 

Cu. And mull llie die for this? O let her liue? 

And lie corrupt her manners, fiainc her beautie, 

Slander ni,y felfe, asfalfeto Edwards bed, 

Throwouerherthe vale of infamie, 

So flic may liuc vn fcard from bleeding daughter, 

/willconfclfe (lie was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall blood. 
ff To faue her life,ile fay fhe is not fo. 

KingWcv life is only fafe ft in her birth. 
fig. And only in that fafetic died her brothers. 

I King. Lo at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

£>u No to their liucs bad friends were contrary. 

King. A\\ vnauoyded is the doome of defteny. 

Qu. True, when auoyded grace makes defteny, 
Mybabeswcredeftinde ro a fairer death, 

Ifgracc had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fothriur I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 

At\ intend more good t© you and yours, (armes, 

Thencuer you or yours wetc by mewrongd. 

fu. Whatgood is couerd with the face of heauen, 
Tobedifcouerd that can do me good. 

King, Tbeaduancement ofyotirchildrcn mightie Lady. 

v 
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£Ih. Vp to fomcfc&ffoldjthcrctoloofc their heads. 
Kmg. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height impcriall tipe of this earths glory, 

Q«_.FIatter my fbrrowes with report of it, 

Tell nie what ftite,what dignitie,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child ofmirse ? 

King. Euen ail I haue,yca and my fclfe and all, 

Wilil withal i endowachild ofthinc, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drownc the fad remembrance of the (e wrongs 
Which thou fuppofe ft 1 hauc done to thee, 

Bebricfe, left thatthc proceftc ofthy krodnelfc 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefte doo. 

K. Then know thatr'xom my foule I louethy daughter, 
Qj. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

King. Whit do you thinkc ? 

£>**. That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule, 
So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue /do thanke thee for if, 

ATing. Benotfo haftie to confound my meaning. 
Ismeanethat with my foule I louethy daughter, 

And meane to make her Qjjeenc of England. 

Say then, who doeft thou meane ftiali be herking? 
Kmg;. Euen he that makes her Quecne,how fhould clfe? 
ffx. What thou? 

King. /,e ueu I, what thinke you of it Madame? 

Jjftt. How canft thou w-ooe her?. 

King. That I would.lcarncof you. 

As one that were beft acquainted with her humor. 
ffhi. And wilt thou learnc of me? 

King. Madam withal! my heart. 

Qgt Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A.paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Ed ward’and Yorke, then happily lire will wcepe, 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy fathers handkercheffe fteept in Rutlans blood, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this Inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble adts:. 

Tell her thou.mad’ft away her vncle Clarence, 
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You hauc no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, a. 

Incuer was nor neuer will be falfe. 

K>»- Well, go muftermcn:butheareyou,Icauebehindc 
Your tonne George Sfan!ie,!ooke your faith be firme : 
Orelfc,his heads alTurance is*butfraile. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. Exit.Dar, 
Enter a Adeffer.ger. 

Mef My Gracious foueraigne, now in Dcuonfhire,. 

As I by friends am well aducrtiled. 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bifliop of Exeter, his.bro her there, 

With many mo coniideratcs,are in armes. 

Enter anotke y Aleffenggr. 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guiffordsare in armes, 

Andeuery houremore competitors 

Flocke to their ayde,and ftill their power increafeth. 

Enter another Mefjcnger. 

Afe[. My Lordyhcarmieofthe Duke of Buckingham. 

Hefiriketb him. 

King. Out on you owlcs, nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef. Your Grace miftakes.thc newes I bring is good, 

My newes is, that by hidden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckingham* armic isdifpcrft and (cattcrcd. 

And he himfelfc fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you rnercie,! did miflake, 

Ratcliffc reward him for the blow I gauc him : 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. Sir Thom as’Louell and Lord Marques Dorfct, 
Tisfaidmy Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Brittains Nauie is difpcr ft, Richmond in Dorfliisc 
Sentout a boate to aske them on the (hore, 

Ifthcy were his afliftunt 3 yea,or no : 

Whoanfwercd him they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie : he miftrufting them, 

Noift faile,and made away for Brutaine. 
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King. March on,marchon,finccwearevplnarmc»i 
If not to fight with fornrgne enemies, 

Yet to bcatc downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 

Qat. Myliegc,theDuke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newej,that the Earle of Richmond 
Is tvitha mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings,yet they muff be told. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royal 1 battel I might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march onwith me. 

Ente r Di*r(ne,Sir Cbrifiopher. 

Dar. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftic ofthis mod bloudic bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolr, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefen t aide, 

But tell me,whcre is princely Richmond now i 

Cbrift. At Pembrooke,orat Hcrford-weft in Wales. 
Dar. What men of namerefortto him ? 

SyCkrift. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmedfouldier, 
Syr Gilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, 
Oxford,rcdoubted Fembrooke,lir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe ofnoble fame and worth, 

A nd towards London they do bend their courfe, 

Jf by the way they be not fought withal!. 

Dar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him,theQuetttehafh hartily confented 
He fnall efpowle Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluehim of my minde, 

. Farewell. Exeunt. 

E'l’er Buckingham t o execution. 

But. Will not King Richard letinefpeakewithhim 
Ji, t. N.> my Lord therefore be patient. 

Bug. H dli 'igs,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King H .nry.and thy faire fonne Edward, 

Vaugha m,and all that baue m.ifcarried, 

By ynderhand corrupted, fowlciniuftiee, 




